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Back to School

During the first couple of weeks since our summer guest left, I thought about Doug all the time. I missed his enormous cock, and how he filled me up. I also missed his energetic fucking, his sole focus on getting himself off. While it wasn’t the best sex, there was something exciting about being just a sex object, particularly for a man half my age.

I sometimes grew sad, thinking that I was probably just a summer fling to him, and that Doug was off bedding coeds at college, and had forgotten all about me. My phone was silent, and I didn’t want to be chasing him like a needy cougar. I hoped that Bobby would invite him home for the holiday.

My husband, Hank, was still on a sexual high from my summer affair, and couldn’t stop talking about it. Every time we had sex, he wanted me to pretend that he was Doug.

I tried, but it wasn’t the same. Hank was an excellent lover, but he just wasn’t the same. It was hard to pretend that my skilled husband, who worked so hard to make sure I had my orgasm, was the same as the energetic youth who used me like a hole.

We regularly watched the video that Doug and I made, and Hank’s favorite part was when I lewdly exposed myself, legs spread, and said, “Pick a hole.”

I was curious why that made him so excited, and he explained he thought it was so sexy that I just offered myself up for another man to use like that. He suggested I should make the same offer to Jerry, our playboy neighbor, who was always flirting with me.

Hank didn’t know it, but I was already considering ways to hook up with Jerry. I was hesitant because of his proximity. What if things went south with our neighbor? It would make for uncomfortable situations.

***

Mid-September, I received a message from Doug, “ Want to come visit this weekend? ”

At first, my stomach churned as the excitement coursed through me. I was so thrilled that he’d want me to visit, which meant he wanted me! Then, my stomach sank - It was Monday, and he expected me to be free so quickly. My brain was on fire, and I couldn’t think straight - maybe we didn’t  have plans. Maybe we had plans we could break.

Shit! I had to talk to my husband and see if he would be OK with it. My initial thought was that he would support it, then I realized that this would be a sleepover, and we hadn’t done this. He was fine with me fucking in the other room, then coming to bed. This was another level.

I found Hank puttering in his office, and said, “Hey.”

He immediately knew that something was up. He looked at me and cocked his head slightly as he asked, “OK, so what’s going on?”

“Um, Doug reached out,” I started. Hank just watched me. “He wants me to visit.”

Hank’s face lit up, “Yes! When?”

“This weekend,” I paused for a beat, then added, “Do we have anything going on?”

Hank laughed, “Yeah, you’re going to college to get your brains fucked out!” He quickly added, “Take Friday off from work and head up Thursday.”

I was surprised - this was moving so fast. “In a hurry to get rid of me?”

Hank grinned, “In a hurry to get you fucked.”

“Are you sure this is OK? To stay over with another man, I mean.”

Hank said, “As long as you’re spreading your legs for him, and you come home to me.”

I was becoming more excited as Hank kept mentioning the sex with Doug. I really missed his enormous cock and energy. “Oh, I’ll be spreading my legs.”

I texted Doug back and planned to meet him on Thursday after I drove up. He only had one class on Friday and seemed excited to see me.

Once we had agreed on a time and he gave me his address, he sent a follow up, saying, “ Don’t wear any bras, OK? ”

I laughed and responded, “ I won’t be wearing them in bed, anyway. ”

His response, “ I want to show you off. ”

I thought about that for the next few days while I packed and got ready for the relatively short 2-hour drive. He wanted to show me off? I liked the way he stared at me, back when I was teasing him this summer. I remembered how exciting it felt, so I was eager to show off to his college friends.

***

The morning that I was leaving, Hank gave me a big kiss before he left for work, and said, “I expect you to come back to me, very used.” That was exactly my plan.

When I headed out on Thursday, I was wearing tight jeans and a white tank top that showed plenty of cleavage and side boob, with my nipples and areolas easily visible.

I knew my DDD’s would be a hit. I wanted him to come in his pants immediately, or at least to rip mine off and come inside me immediately. When I thought about how many years it had taken me to learn to exploit the store-bought breasts that Hank had gifted me, I was a little sad.

When I reached the university, I felt guilty that I would not visit my son. Of course, how could I explain my presence? I couldn’t tell him I was actually there to screw his friend. I hoped Doug was smart enough to pick a weekend that Bobby wouldn’t drop by.

When I navigated to the address, I paused. It was a fraternity building, with a couple of guys hanging out up front. I couldn’t recall whether Doug told me he lived at a frat house, but I wasn’t expecting it.

I quickly mentally scanned what I had packed, and realized that I would give the men a show all weekend long. Some brothers were hanging on the front steps. They were athletic and handsome, just like Doug. I wondered if it was their youth that made them handsome to me, or whether I got lucky with Doug. Either way, I knew they’d be drooling over me all weekend, and Doug’s cock would work overtime to keep me satisfied.

I parked and pulled my bag from the trunk, aware of all the eyes on me. As I stood to close the trunk, I could hear one brother say “Holy shit!” His exclamation made me smile - it was exciting to be lusted after by the younger men.

I walked up to the house, dragging my bag with me, and watched as they all stared at my breasts, with a couple scanning my tight jeans. I could feel myself getting wet at all the attention, and knew without looking that my nipples were hard as rocks.

As I walked past the various men, I noticed they were all very athletic. Even if they were 20 or more years younger than me, it didn’t stop them from staring. A few were even comical, how their mouths stayed open and their heads tracked my walk.

At the door, one brother stood up and greeted me, “Can I help you?”

I smiled sweetly, noticing that he had addressed my breasts. He was tall, probably 6’5”, with a very muscular chest, dark hair and deep brown eyes. He was the stuff of dreams, and his height had him staring down into my cleavage.. I had a hard time saying, “Yes. Is Doug here?”

“And you are his…” The question hung in the air. I think he expected “mom” or “aunt.”

“I’m Jenny, his girlfriend,” I said as I stuck out my hand. I heard one guy behind me exclaim, “Fuck!”

The big guy took my hand, “Russ. Tit’s nice to meet you, Jenny.” I could hear chuckling and laughing around me. That was no stutter, and I would not be made fun of without giving back.

I smiled broader and said, “My tits are happy to meet you, too, Russ.”

I could tell Russ was a little taken aback, but wouldn’t let me get the last word. “Happy to hear that, they look pretty excited. Let’s get you to Doug.” His eyes had never left my breasts.

As I followed him into the house, I watched his tight ass, and imagined it bare, with my hands on it as he pushed inside me. Damn, all these college men had me insanely horny.

Russ led me into the house and past a couple of large gathering rooms, furnished with unmatched chairs and sofas. There was an assortment of empty cans and bottles on the mantle and coffee table. Guys are such slobs..

Russ led me upstairs, and as we passed an open door, he gestured in, saying, “Communal bathroom and showers.” He turned and said, “There’s a pink loofah hanging just inside - hang that on the hook outside so the guys know you’re in there.”

I laughed, “So is that a warning or an invitation?”

Russ answered, “Depends upon the girl I guess.” He looked over his shoulder at me and said with a grin, “I’m sure we’d all love to watch you shower.”

I was warming to the idea of letting them. Of course, that’s how things began with Doug - voyeurism was the gateway to adultery.

We reached a room near the end of the hall, where Russ stopped and said, “This is Doug’s room.” He looked me in the eye and gestured to the door at the end of the hallway, and said, “And that’s mine, if you’re interested.”

God, I WAS interested, but was here for Doug. Maybe if Doug decided he had enough of me. Hank would certainly be OK with me sleeping with Russ. I smiled and said, “I’ll think about it.”

Russ knocked, then pushed open the door, and said, “Doug, your MILF is here.” He then headed quickly back down the hall.

As I stepped into Doug’s room, I looked around and saw that it was what I imagined a typical college guy’s room to be. There were clothes piled in all kinds of unlikely places, empty beer bottles, and leftover food containers. He was a slob just like my son. A couple of band posters and a few pictures of Playboy-like girls wearing no clothing hung on the walls. The room smelled a little funky, but also like incense, and I noticed he had some burning, probably to hide the smell. Somebody had to teach these guys about Febreze and about doing laundry regularly.

The condition of the room was only a minor distraction and quickly faded from my mind as I saw him sitting in gym shorts with no shirt, his muscular body turning to greet me. This is what I had been dreaming about the last few weeks.

Doug smiled at me and asked, “How was the trip?”

I entered the room then shut the door “Not nearly as interesting as the trip from the car to here. I think every one of your brothers undressed me with their eyes.”

Doug laughed as he stood, saying, “You left little to the imagination.”

”MILF, huh?” I asked.

“Yeah, it means Mom I’d Like to Fuck.”

“I know what it means,” I said. “So, do you want to fuck this mom, or should I get one of your brothers to do it?”

Doug closed the distance, and kissed me, driving his tongue into my mouth as he grasped my breasts. We broke the kiss as he started peeling off my tank top and said, “Me first.”

I pushed his boxers down and was greeted by the huge penis that I knew so well. I fell to my knees and sucked him into my mouth as he continued to maul my breasts. I loved the taste of him - it was so different from my husband, and his skin was so smooth. As I fondled his balls, I appreciated they were tight but soft, not baggy like Hank’s.

After a few minutes of sucking and teasing him, I stood and said, “I need you to fuck me.”

Doug smiled and said, “Say it louder, I want the guys to hear.”

I was surprised, but also so damned horny. As I peeled off my jeans, I nearly shouted, “I need you to fuck me now!”

I lay back on the bed, and he was on top of me in no time, pushing that enormous cock into my waiting wetness. I moaned at the feeling of being stretched, remembering all the times we had done this over the summer.

“God, you feel great!” he exclaimed.

I knew he wanted a show, and I wanted a pounding, so I replied, equally loudly, “Yes, that’s it! Fuck me with that enormous cock! Ruin me!”

That definitely got him going, and I hung on for life, feeling my insides pummeled and stretched as he fucked me like an animal, interested only in his own orgasm. I was so excited by being used like a sex hole, that my orgasm hit me like a thunderbolt. I let myself moan and scream as I pulled his ass tight and bucked, feeling the electricity course through my body and brain.

I barely registered his shout as he started grunting while he pulled me tight, emptying his balls inside me. A second orgasm surprised me as I thought about how my husband had sent me here to be a cum receptacle for Doug. I nearly cried at the feeling of having this young man use me for his pleasure, filling me with seed.

Doug rolled off of me after he finished, and we lay there for a few minutes before he asked, “What did you tell your husband?”

Well, I guess the time for truth was now.

“I told him I was coming to see you.”

I could hear Doug suck in air. “Oh, um, really?”

I laughed at his reaction. “He said I could see you, as long as you fucked my brains out.”

“What?” Doug voiced his surprise. I guess I didn’t really think how odd it would seem to him. A moment passed, then he asked, “He’s OK with sharing you?”

“Yeah, as long as I come home to him.” I waited a moment, then asked, “Is it less fun, now?”

Doug grabbed my breast and said, “Hell no.” He then asked, “Does this mean I can come to your house and fuck you whenever I want?”

“I hope you do,” I giggled. I felt his erection and spread my legs as he rolled over to get on top of me. As I felt him enter me, he asked, “Do you like being shared?”

“Umm, yes!” I said as I wrapped my legs around his, pulling him deeper.

Doug lasted longer than usual, bringing me to two orgasms as his powerful body crushed me and his enormous cock repeatedly stretched my insides during his fevered assault. I moaned and screamed with no inhibitions, reveling in the freedom and knowing that I was turning on a dozen men who were listening to us.

After Doug finally released inside me again, he lay panting against my shoulder. I asked, “Do all the guys ask their girls to be loud like that?”

Doug chuckled, “Yeah. It’s kinda like a competition. You are great.”

Thinking about the other men listening to us got me all excited again. I said, “We made them jealous, huh? I bet they want to fuck me, too.”

Doug rolled off and said, “That’s the idea.” He looked at me and said, “God, you are SO hot. Want to go downstairs and get a drink? Meet some brothers?”

***

“That’s the idea?” I pondered his comment as I grabbed my toiletry bag and headed to the bathroom to wash my face and freshen my makeup. When I entered the bathroom, I realized that one shower was running. I knew it was coed - well, technically it was male only, but the girlfriends had to use it.

I went to the sink and put my things out, then carefully tried to look in the mirror to see the occupant of the shower. Yo my surprised, the showers were set up very much like gymnasium showers with multiple shower heads and no dividers.

My first thought was about whether I could shower in the open like that, but then I was quickly distracted by seeing the naked body of one brother. He was soaping his hair and had already lathered up his body. He acted as if nothing was unusual, or perhaps he didn’t hear me enter. Either way, here was this athletic, handsome man standing naked, showering just 10 feet away from me.

As I put out my toiletries from my bag, my mind was only half on the tasks as I stared at his nakedness. I watched as he lathered up his penis and balls, and was excited to see that he was semi-hard and fairly large. Luckily for me, he still had soap in his eyes and face, and didn’t seem to notice me at the sink.

I continued to watch as I brushed my teeth and washed my face and neck. I could feed myself getting excited again, and was surprised that it was happening so quickly after I had just had three great orgasms.

I began applying my lipstick and liner as the man rinsed off the soap and apparently finally caught sight of me. I was expecting him to cover himself or put on a towel, but he turned to face me as he grabbed his towel, drying his hair first with his semi-hard genitals and washboard abs facing me.

I watched him in the mirror as I finished my makeup, then turned to look at him directly. There was no way that he would believe I didn’t know he was looking, so I figured I would address it straight on. I laughed to myself when I thought of the phrase “straight on,” because his penis had grown harder in the last couple of minutes.

I saw him staring at my breasts as he said “Hello. You must be Doug’s MILF.”

I smiled, “I guess I am, and you are?”

He smiled brightly and stuck out his hand saying, “I’m David.” He looked at me and said, “I really like that shade of lipstick.” After the briefest pause, he added, “I know where it would also look great.”

I would not let him fluster me so I said “I suspect you’d like it on your cock, wouldn’t you?” His surprised reaction pleased me and emboldened me to continue, “Well, it certainly looks worthy of my lips. Maybe sometime later? I’ll be downstairs having a drink.”

As I walked back to Doug’s room, I couldn’t believe what I had just said and done. I was so damn horny, and a house full of athletic young men was making me lose what little restraint I had. Drew, David, John - I couldn’t remember what the hell his name was. But I would never forget that penis.

Traded

Doug and I headed downstairs. I was still wearing the tank top and jeans that I arrived in, because I didn’t really feel like changing. But more, because I really liked the effect it had on the guys.

We went downstairs and there were several men gathered in one room, where I noticed they had a bar set up at the side. It was nothing fancy, just a bucket of ice, a bunch of booze, and a few mixers and a keg and a giant pile of plastic red cups. Most of the brothers were drinking beer.

Doug and I approached the bar. Russ was standing there with a big smile on his face. He immediately addressed us, “Well, there she is! Did you guys have fun?”

Again, I was feeling frisky and didn’t want his forwardness to make him feel like he had the upper hand, so I responded “The ride was awesome. And the drive here wasn’t too bad either.” Doug snorted his beer, but Russ just laughed and said, “Wow! You are the perfect girl for this place.”

Two guys pulled Doug away, and I could vaguely make out some snippets of their conversation. They were talking about how wild I was and how loud I was. I was glad we could provide amusement for them.

Meanwhile, Russ said, “We don’t have any wine, but I can make you a rum and Coke, or a beer, or maybe a shot of tequila?”

I laughed and said “I better stay away from tequila. It makes me horny and crazy. “

Russ nodded, then said in a lower voice “Maybe I can talk you into some shots later, because that’s exactly how I’d like you - horny and crazy.”

I smiled thinking how I wouldn’t mind being horny and crazy with him. His six foot five height had to translate into something awesome inside his pants. I had a taste of giant cocks with Doug and was ready for some more.

I said, “I think I’ll stick to beer for now.”

Russ handed me a solo cup of beer and said, “I hope you have fun.” He winked as he said, “Maybe tequila later?”

At that point a beautiful blonde woman, tall with an athletically slender body slid up to us and said “Who’s your new friend?”

Russ said, “This is Doug’s new MIL- er, girlfriend.” He looked at me and said, “Sorry.”

I chuckled and said, “No, it’s OK. They all call me MILF, which isn’t really a bad thing. I love all the attention.” I intentionally gave her elevator eyes, inspecting her beautiful figure before I added, “I’m sure you’re very familiar with lots of attention. And you are?”

Russ answered for her “This is Susie. She’s my friend.”

Susie gave him a funny look and said, “Yes I am. And does Doug’s MILF have a name?”

I stuck out my hand and said, “Sorry, my name is Jenny.”

Susie said, “Well Jenny, welcome to the house. I hope you have plenty of stamina because these guys will definitely keep you going.”

It seemed an odd comment, but I rolled with it and said “I’m OK. I think I can keep up”

Susie gave Ross a kiss, then they wandered off toward Doug and some of the other guys, leaving me at the bar alone. I noticed a few other girls present, mingling with the guys. It was hard to tell if they were girlfriends, or just visiting - none of them seemed to cling to a particular member.

I wasn’t alone long - two members, who spent their time talking to my breasts approached me. I was a little nervous, so I drank faster than I should have. I wasn’t really worried about getting drunk, at least I didn’t have to drive.

The guys cycled, and I was talking to many guys, all attractive. Apparently this was a jock frat, which explained why they were all muscular and fit. I guess ‘handsome’ just came with their age. It was very clear that they all wanted to get into my pants, a few even asking me to ‘see their room.’ If it weren’t for me being here with Doug, I would have accepted.

One of the more unusual encounters was with twin brothers. They looked like clones, and even dressed alike, except for the color of their t-shirts. They chatted with me for a few minutes before inviting me to their room. The pair were even so bold as to suggest that I might like 2-for-1. I politely declined, but images of having two of the same guy at the same time stuck in my brain for a long while.

Eventually, I decided it was time for bed. All this social interaction was getting me tired, plus I was again horny after all that beefcake was hitting on me. I found Russ, who was at the bar, and asked about Doug.

Russ said, “Yeah. Um, Doug has a girl in his room tonight, so asked if you could stay with me.” While my brain processed what he just said, he poured two shots of tequila.

“What? He took another girl into his room?”

Russ nodded, “Into his bed. He’ll be free again in the morning. But you can stay with me.”

I looked at him, still stunned by what Doug had done. What the fuck? Russ was looking at me with those eyes. He was tall and handsome and had offered me a place to go. Russ gently nudged the shot glasses forward, and I made my mind up. I quickly downed the first, and picked up the second, waiting for the burn from the first to pass.

As I slugged down the second shot, I could feel the tequila working on my pussy and brain. Russ looked at me with concern, and asked, “Are you OK?”

“Now I am.” I took his hand and looked up into his eyes “Fucking ruin me, OK?”

His grin was so big, I thought his face would split open. We headed up to his room, and I noticed my bag outside Doug’s door. I grabbed it as we passed, and said, “Don’t worry, I won’t need any clothes tonight. This is for tomorrow.”

As Russ let me into his room, I was surprised by how clean it was. Everything was in order; even the bed was made-up. His closet was organized, and everything was neat as a pin. It smelled of teak and sandalwood - very manly.

While I took in the sight, I felt him tugging at my bag, as he asked, “Would you like me to put your things away?”

He was so close, his face near mine as he bent to get the bag. Lust overwhelmed me, so I grabbed his face and kissed him, swapping tongues as I moaned, signaling my need.

When we broke the kiss, I said, “Get naked. I want to fuck.”

Russ seemed surprised and excited. I watched him staring at my breasts as I stripped off my tank top, then wriggled out of my jeans. He was equally fast, pulling off his shirt and pushing down his jeans. I was pleasantly surprised - his erect cock looked longer but skinnier than Doug’s and he was completely shaved.

As soon as our clothes were off, I latched onto that beautiful cock, taking his heavy balls in my hand as I sucked and licked, causing him to moan. He was so tall that I couldn’t kneel, and had to stay bent over, which was uncomfortable.

I broke off my oral assault long enough to say, “Sit on the bed, this is uncomfortable.”

As he sat down, he said, “You don’t have to, if you don't want to.”

I laughed and said, “The angle was uncomfortable, I love  sucking your cock.” I don’t know why guys think women don’t enjoy doing it. We don’t love it when that’s all  we do, but hell, who doesn’t like a stiff penis down your throat, knowing that you’re going to make him come?

I continued blowing Russ as he played with my breasts. He wasn’t mauling them roughly like Doug, but gently playing with them, feeling me all around, and teasing my nipples. It made me even hornier, and I was afraid that I’d orgasm from his touch and having his dick down my throat.

I finally couldn’t take it anymore, and released Russ’ cock, then climbed onto his lap and held his erection up as I sat on it, enjoying the feeling of his warm member entering me.

As I grasped his shoulders to steady myself, and lowered fully onto him, he asked softly, “Condom?”

I looked into his dark eyes as I felt him push against my insides, bottoming out. I moaned, “Not with me.” I felt his hands move to my breasts as I asked, “Don’t you want to come inside another man’s wife?”

He beamed and said, “Oh, God, yes!”

I felt his hips rise, driving his cock hard against my insides, as I leaned against his chest and said, “Ruin me for him,” then I said much more loudly, “Fucking ruin me, Russ!” I wanted Doug and the others to know.

As I felt Russ bucking into me while I rode him, I realized I didn’t know his last name! Hell, I only met this guy a couple of hours ago and we exchanged fewer than ten sentences, and his bare cock was now buried inside me. The thought brought me to an overwhelming orgasm. I hung onto him as my body shook and electricity ran through my nerves. I knew I was moaning and screaming, but couldn’t control myself. My weight kept me impaled on his cock as I heard him grunt and moan, and knew instantly that he was shooting inside me. That brought on a second wave of orgasms, as I yielded to him, letting him fill me with his sperm.

I clung to him as I felt my second orgasm fade away, thinking about how I just let a strange man come inside me. The more I thought about it, the more excited I became. Here I was, a 45-year-old woman who just fucked a 20-year-old man. I felt myself gently humping him, and could tell that he was still hard!

Russ asked softly, “Ready for more?”

“Yesss!” I hissed, feeling the desire building in me. I felt him lift me and push me onto the bed, face down, as he moved behind me. Oh, doggie! I loved doggie style. It was tough with my husband, because he wasn’t quite long enough, but Russ’ cock would easily do the trick.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him grab a bottle of lube from the side table, and felt him dribble it onto my crack. I was plenty wet, especially with all his come inside me, but I appreciated the thought.

I wiggled my ass, hoping he’d enter me quickly, I was so horny for him! As his hands grasped my ass, pulling me open, my excitement increased. I felt so vulnerable, giving him access to me. I felt his hard penis slide along my crack, and waited for him to enter me, knowing he’d bottom out against my cervix again.

I was frustrated when I felt the pressure against my anus - inexperience had its drawbacks. Suddenly, I realized what was happening, as I felt his cock head push past my sphincter and enter me. He was taking my ass!

“Oh!” was all I could say, as I felt him push into me, sliding easily thanks to the lube and his tight grip on my ass and hips. “Aaaah,” I moaned, as I felt him sliding deeper and deeper inside me.

I actually liked anal sex, but this was a surprise. I felt him inside me deeper than Hank or even Doug had been. The feeling made me moan louder, as I prayed he could get even further inside me. Something was insanely raunchy and dirty, taking this man deep inside my bowels as he controlled the action.

Russ paused for a moment as he said, “Fuck! You’re so tight. Are you OK?”

“Deeper. Fuck me deeper!” I moaned and begged, nearly screaming it out.

I don’t know how far he was inside me, but I felt him press even deeper, and hoped that he wouldn’t ever stop. I was insane with the dirty lust of having a gorgeous stranger inside my ass.

I finally felt his hips against my butt cheeks and knew he was all the way inside me. I reached under and began rubbing my clit as he started riding my ass. As he stretched me and I felt my anus pushed in and out with his thrusts, my orgasm rose quickly from my own actions on my clit. I began orgasming, and I heard him moan and pull me tighter as he hastened his thrusting. “Fuck! This is so good!” he yelled as I spasmed and jerked.

When I recovered from coming, I fell forward onto the bed, and he just followed, continuing to pump into me as he massaged my breasts from behind. It felt so dirty and exciting to feel him using my ass to get off as I just lay there, an object to be used. After several minutes, he finally groaned loudly and pushed deep, filling my bowels with his semen. I felt so energized and free, doing these dirty acts with a hunk half my age, while my husband sat at home, letting me act out my lust.

When Russ recovered, I felt him withdraw from my ass and roll next to me. He looked into my eyes as his hands began playing with my breasts and nipples. He smiled, “These awesome tits and you do anal, too. You are perfect.”

“I like anal,” I said, which made his face light up.

“You’re a rare girl, then,” he said. “Maybe some more when I recover? If you’re still awake?”

I chuckled and grabbed his sloppy penis “Even if I’m not awake. Just use lube.”

He asked, “Even if you’re not awake?”

“Yeah,” I said, as I kissed him. “I kinda like how you used me just now. Do it again whenever you want.” I snuggled against his chest as he played with mine.

I awoke twice during the night as he took my ass again and again. The first time I pretended to stay asleep, excited to feel him working his length into me, then fucking me furiously to get off. Thankfully, he used lube each time. The last time, I couldn’t hold off, and had an orgasm just as he painted my insides with his semen.

Secrets Revealed

I woke up early the next morning, my head felt foggy, and my mouth tasted terrible. I think tequila was not such a great idea. I also knew that I needed a shower after all the sex.

So I gathered my toiletry bag and found a robe in Russ’ closet, then headed down the hall to the communal bathroom. It was only about 7 AM, so I figured there was no chance any of the guys would be awake yet.

I went into the bathroom and brushed my teeth, then remembered the pink loofah and hung that outside the doorway. I really doubted it would be a deterrent, but followed the rules. I wasn’t so sure about the community shower - four shower heads in a large tiled area, just like gym class. I stripped down, got under one showerhead and was enjoying the warm water when I heard another person enter the bathroom.

As much as I enjoyed the leering from the brothers, I wasn’t sure that I was prepared for a completely nude showing. I hoped that the other person was just stopping in to use the toilet, when the curtains parted and gave me a jolt. I was surprised when Susie entered the shower, stark naked.

She chuckled, “Well, I was wondering who would be in here this early, not one of the guys.” I watched her look at my wet breasts as she said, “Whoa! Those are un-fucking-believable. You are amazing!”

I took the time to check her out. Her body was long and sleek, with small but perky breasts. She was completely shaved and actually had abs. I smiled and said, “No, you are amazing. You have the body of a goddess, honey.”

Susie stepped close and asked, “Can I feel?”

Wow. That was unexpected, but again, she was 20 and probably didn’t know anyone that had gotten enhancements. “Sure, why not.”

She carefully ran her hands over my breasts, touching them and playing with my nipples as she said, “Wow, so hard and perky! These must be D cups?”

“Triple-D,” I corrected.

“Holy God, they are great. And very hard,” she said, a puzzled look on her face.

“Silicone. It makes them perky, but also hard.”

She released my boobs and started her showerhead. As she stuck her hand in the stream to test for temperature, she said, “Thanks. I mean, we’re bonded anyway now.”

“Oh?” I asked, as I started shampooing my hair.

“You slept with my boyfriend, and I slept with yours,” she said, rather matter-of-factly.

I just stared, trying to process what she said.

She saw my look, and quickly added, “Well, Russ isn’t exactly  my boyfriend. He was just mine last night.”

My stupid look prompted her to continue.

“Sorry,” she said as she stopped and looked at me, the water running down her perfect body. “I was supposed to be with Russ last night, but he wanted you so badly that he traded with Doug. So I fucked Doug last night so Russ could fuck you.” She giggled and said, “Not like it was a chore - that monster dick of his feels SO good, right?” She prattled on, “Well, there are bigger ones in the house, but Doug’s is pretty big. You like them big, right?”

My brain finally started working. I continued rinsing my hair, absent anything else to do with my hands “Wait a sec. You  were with Doug? And put my bag outside his room?”

“Yeah,” she answered simply. “I figured you’d want your stuff.”

“And Russ traded you  to Doug?”

“Honey, I fuck whomever I want. We just arranged that I’d fuck Doug so Russ could score those big tits of yours. I still got the giant dick, so it’s not like I lost out on anything,” she explained. “Besides, Russ is pretty good in the sack, no?”

“Yeah,” I answered woodenly. This seemed strange, but kinky. And I felt a kind of excitement that the men would ‘trade’ for me. “Russ wanted me so badly, you said?”

Susie giggled, oblivious to the mental turmoil I was going through. “Yeah, he wanted to ‘fuck your tits off’ and ‘cream your colon’ were his words. He gets pretty crude sometimes.”

She brushed the water out of her face and asked, “Hey, did you really do anal? I won’t do that.”

I answered honestly, mostly to show that I could hang with the big sex dogs, “Yep, he ‘creamed my colon’ a few times last night. I’ll be farting sperm for a while.”

Susie giggled, “Ewww!” She resumed rinsing off as she said, “I guess he got what he wanted, then.”

I finished rinsing off and stepped out of the shower to towel off and dry my hair. Susie finished shortly thereafter and joined me in front of the mirror. It seemed odd to be standing here with the woman that just slept with Doug, but I guess it was also just as strange for her - or maybe not. She seemed perfectly fine strutting around naked and changing her bed partner so easily.

While we were standing naked in front of the mirror, A man surprised us by entering the room, walking to a stall and urinating. I looked over at Susie, who continued as if nothing was happening.

When the guy finished, I heard the toilet flush, and he stepped out of the stall, apparently catching sight of us for the first time. “Holy fuck!” he exclaimed. “You're the MILF!”

Susie was applying mascara and said, “Those are some awesome tits, aren’t they Jake?”

The guy responded, “God, yes. Mythical.”

Susie said, “Back to bed, Jake.”

The guy took another lingering look at my boobs, then left the room.

Susie looked over at me and said, “Jake’s nice. Decent dick, but he’s a minute-man.”

I suspected there was more to her and the unspoken ‘house rules’ than I knew. As I was applying some makeup, I asked, “Hey, want to get coffee downstairs? I really need some, and something to eat.”

Susie looked over and said, “No coffee in this house, Honey. These pigs can’t work a boiling pot of water. Campus Starbucks is your best bet. Everyone goes there. And, yes, I’ll go, if you’re buying.” She gave me a sweet smile.

“Deal. Meet you in the hall in 10 minutes.”

***

We met in the hall and headed out. Susie had dressed in short-shorts and a cutoff top. She looked like a movie version of the perfect college hottie. I was jealous.

She gave my breasts a look, which made me a little self-conscious. “Sorry, I didn’t pack a bra.”

Susie chuckled, “Honey, if I had your tits, I wouldn’t wear a shirt. You work that MILF look!”

As we walked down the stairs and headed to the sidewalk, I said, “I’ll drive.”

Susie said, “It’s only about 4 blocks, let’s walk and you can show off your stuff.” She gave me a wink.

“Um, I think I better drive.”

She gave me a funny look, and said, “OK, I guess.”

When I opened the car, she said, “Wow, nice wheels. Did Hubby buy this for you?”

“As a matter of fact, yes. But I have a job and make good money too.” I started the car and pulled up my GPS, locating a Starbuck about 10 minutes away.

Susie watched, and as I pulled out, said, ”The campus one is closer.”

I admitted, “I know. But I don’t want to run into my son.”

“Your son?” Susie asked, as she looked at me with curiosity. “Your son goes here?”

“Yes, he and Doug are friends.”

Susie paused for a second and said, “You’re fucking your son’s friend! You ARE a fucking MILF! Holy shit!” she nearly yelled. “Does your son know? Oh, I guess not. Doug knows that you're the mom?”

“Yes, he stayed with us this summer.”

“Shut up!” she yelled. “Doug was boning you all summer? In your house? Where was your son?”

“He spent most of the time with his girlfriend, at her place.”

“And where was your husband?”

“He was at work. He has a later office schedule than me, so we’d fuck when he was at work. And sometimes I’d sneak into Doug’s room at night.” I was excited to share with her and felt myself getting aroused at the memory of fucking Doug at the house. I loved how taboo it felt.

We drove for a couple of minutes as Susie and I were lost in thought. Susie asked, “Your husband thinks you’re visiting your son, but you’re really fucking Doug. That’s perfect.”

“Well, my husband found out. My husband knows that I’m here with Doug.”

“Holy shit! What’s he thinking?” She asked as we pulled into a spot at the Starbucks.

As I opened the car door, I said, “He’s thinking that I’ll come home very used. He’s turned on by my cheating.”

***

We ordered our drink and food and found a quiet table in the corner. Being a weekday, most of the customers were taking their drinks to go, so we had plenty of privacy.

As we sat, I asked, “Well, what do we do about Doug and Russ?”

“What do you mean?” Susie asked.

“I mean, are you going back to Russ? I guess I can go with Doug, but if he traded me away, I don’t know if I can do that. But Russ is your boyfriend.”

Susie gave me a smile and said, “Oh Sweetie, you’re making this complicated. Let me tell you about that frat. Their motto is ‘Bro’s before Ho’s.’  Sex has nothing to do with relationships. Russ isn’t my boyfriend, he’s just the one I stay with the most. His room is nice and clean, and he showers twice a day, and is sober most nights. But I’ll take Doug’s cock any day of the week, although there are bigger ones.”

I was trying to grasp things, “Not your boyfriend?”

She leaned forward and said, “Honey, Doug isn’t your boyfriend either. Trust me, he planned to pass you around. Some brothers are kinda possessive, so only share girls when they see another girl they like. And you are the golden ring, sweetheart. Those epic tits are the ticket to anyone’s bed.”

My heart was hammering as I thought through what she had just said. ‘ Pass me around ’ rang in my head. I loved the sex, and honestly, didn’t love Doug’s attitude, but this was another level of kink.

“And you’re OK with this?” I asked. “Being passed around?”

Susie laughed, “Ha! Honey, you’re missing the big point here. Guys are stupid. I have an unlimited supply of penises there, all different. I sleep with whomever I want. It’s perfect - all the sex, none of the drama. I usually tease the one that I want into trading, but if not, I sleep with them anyway. Since Molly left, I’ve sampled every brother.”

“Molly?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Susie said, looking at me as if she was about to share something secret. “Molly was the last House Girl. Some houses have ‘little sisters,’ that everyone assumes sleeps around, but they don’t. Here, the House Girl is available to everyone. Molly was the biggest slut you could ever imagine - three, four guys in a day, hell, three, four guys at a time . She loved anal, oral, everything. She pulled trains for the new pledge classes. Molly was a sexual force of nature. They gave her a room there.”

“Wow. And why did Molly leave? Burned out on sex?”

Susie laughed, “Ha! Never. Molly started an OnlyFans site and makes more in a month than her degree would get her in a year. So she dropped out and does that now.”

She sipped her coffee and said, “And now, I get anyone I want.”

“So you’re the new House Girl?”

She looked shocked and said, “Hell, no. I don’t take it in the ass. And other than a few threesomes, I don’t do groups.”

We were quiet for a few minutes as we thought.

“You said there are bigger dicks than Doug’s?”

Susie laughed, “That’s the spirit. Craig and Chris are bigger than Doug, and know how to use them. They don’t have regular girls so are easy to score. But again, those tits guarantee anyone you want.”

“Hmm, Karl,” she said as she looked at me pensively. She looked at her phone and said, “Hey, I have a class, can we head back and I’ll tell you about Karl later? You want Chris or Craig.” She peered at me over her drink and smiled, “or both.”

We headed back to campus, and she told me about Friday and Saturday nights. The house had regular parties, nothing formal, so there would be guests. She said guests were fair game, but that I’d want to stick to the brothers. I agreed - I didn’t want to end sleeping with someone in my son’s circle of friends.

Saturdays were ‘pledge honor nights’ and were only brothers and pledges. They made the pledges serve them that night. She said it was a little lame, but could be fun. Susie suggested that the best thing to do was hook up with someone and miss the events.

As we got out of the car, Susie said, “Hey. I’m gonna stay with Doug tonight, so you have the freedom to choose.”

I nodded, thankful that she gave me an option, “Yeah, he traded me anyway.” I was still feeling a bit hurt, even after all that Susie had told me.

Susie stopped and looked me in the eye, “Hey girl, it’s not like that. You  choose who to fuck. These guys are just life support for penises, OK? They have zero power. We  have the pussy.” She looked at my chest and laughed, “And you have those epic tits.”

She hurried off towards campus. I hoped I wouldn't make her late for class.

Payback

I went back into the house, and was surprised that it was unlocked. I guess I shouldn’t have been - they probably had a wide range of overnight visitors, and I doubted that many of these guys were good at remembering anything other than their phones.

I prowled around the house a bit to get the lay of the land. I first visited the kitchen, which was a mess. Susie wasn’t kidding that these guys couldn’t boil water. There were ice cube trays on the counters, empty bottles and cups all over the place, and the fridge only contained some expired condiments and a couple of bottles of mixers.

I couldn’t stand to see the mess, so I dumped all the bottles and solo cups into the trash, cleaned and refilled the ice cube trays and placed them in the freezer, and discarded the expired junk from the fridge.

There were no cleaning supplies, or even sponges, so I had to leave the rest of the place messy. After I left that room, I found the large entertainment room and bar. There was a rough plywood stage at one end, probably for house bands. I felt compelled to throw the empty bottles and cups into the trash before I moved on and found a TV room, with a few couches and a large screen monitor mounted on the wall. Someone had left the TV on, and a swimming competition was on the screen.

Next to the TV, there was some sort of harness contraption hanging from bolts in the ceiling. As I was examining it, I heard someone behind me say, “Hi. Can I help you?”

I turned and saw a dark-haired guy, bare chested, wearing just tight sweatpants. He was handsome, and stockier than most of the brothers that I’d met, however, he was quite muscular.

I smiled and said, “No, just looking around. I’m Jenny, by the way.” I liked his smile and face, and felt myself getting aroused by the way his eyes undressed me. He spent a while looking at my breasts before he replied.

“Oh, nice to meet you. I’m Craig.” At least his eyes met mine when he spoke, but returned to looking at my breasts.

Craig - that sounded familiar. Oh yes! One of the guys with huge dicks, according to Susie. I was no better than him - my eyes immediately went to his crotch. The bulge in his sweatpants confirmed Susie’s words.

Craig pried his eyes off of my breasts long enough to say, “You looking at Molly’s swing?”

“What is this, anyway? Molly, the House Girl?”

Craig’s eyebrows raised as he asked, “You know her?”

I chuckled, “No. But I spoke with Susie, and she told me a lot.” I pointedly looked at his crotch, so that he’d know my meaning. I had thought that I might have to find another place to stay tonight, and Craig looked like a viable option.

Craig smiled back, hopefully taking my meaning. He said, “That is, er was, Molly’s sex swing.” He stepped forward and pulled two straps apart, trying to show how it worked. “It’s really more a harness than a swing, but it kept her legs open here, and she would loop her wrist through these, and her ankles got strapped here,” he showed various loops. I didn’t really understand what he was saying, but was more interested in the erection forming in his pants. Between that and the massive muscles in his arms, I was swampy and hot.

“Um, why in this room?” I asked.

Craig laughed, “Molly loved a show. Besides, we could take turns with her in here easier than in her room.”

“You and her?”

Craig said, “Me and whoever was around when she mounted up. She didn’t care, as long as she had someone between her legs. She was awesome.” He looked at me and corrected, “Sorry, I don’t mean offense, but she was into that, you know?”

He was dangerously close to me, and I was trying to figure out how to move things forward. His eyes locked mine, and he asked, “You’re Doug’s MILF?”

I spotted movement at the doorway - it was Doug. I was still mad that he traded me away, so I needed to get even.

I answered, “Not Doug’s MILF. Sort of free range MILF now.”

“Free range MILF?” Doug asked from the doorway.

Craig turned to look at him, but I ignored Doug’s words.

“Craig, do you have a bed here?” I asked.

Craig looked back at me and said, “Yeah, why?”

I could see Doug’s face grow concerned. Good. He deserved this.

I looked Craig in the eyes and said, “You’re big and strong. I was wondering if you could pound me through your mattress?”

Craig’s mouth opened, but no words came out as he looked stunned.

I reached for his hand and said, “Free range MILF.”

Craig just turned and led me towards the stairway. Doug was staring at me, and as we passed him I said, “Free Range.”

My stomach fluttered as I walked with Craig up the stairs to the third floor. I was scared and excited and horny all at once. I was determined to bed him and feel his giant cock inside me, I really hoped it was bigger than Doug’s. I needed to be bad, and this was what I needed.

Craig opened his bedroom door, and I walked in, hearing him shut the door behind me. His room was neat, not as neat as Russ’ and the bed was unmade, but it was clean smelling and organized. He had a rack of weights in the corner, which he clearly used to keep those arms bulging.

I turned as Craig approached me he surprised me as he closed in for a kiss. His kiss was fierce and possessive, his tongue probing my mouth like he owned me. I felt his hands at the edges of my shirt and held my hands up as he pulled my tank off.

He broke the kiss and said, “I’m gonna suck those tits off your chest, MILF!”

It was scary and exciting all at once. The younger guys all seemed to be respectful and even careful with me, but not this one. It was unexpected and thrilling. “Yes. Be rough. Fucking tear me up, baby,” I urged him.

“Oh fuck yeah,” he growled. “I’m gonna fucking destroy you.”

I could feel his teeth nipping my nipples as he ferociously sucked my breasts. I knew I’d have marks later, and I didn’t care. Hell, I wanted those marks, so that I’d remember this weekend!

I felt him pulling at my pants, so I helped him unfasten them. I reached into his pants for his erection, and couldn’t believe how big he felt! I lost my grip on it as he bent to pull my pants and panties off, pushing me back onto the bed as he pulled his sweats off, exposing his giant cock. It was definitely larger than Doug’s, and straining like it had a life of its own.

I whimpered, “Lube, lube!” hoping he had some, and would even listen to me.

He stared at me for a moment with crazy eyes before he reached under the bed and produced a bottle, which he tossed onto me as he said, “Spread! Spread that married cunt for me!”

I didn’t wait to be careful, I just squirted the fluid onto my labia and used my fingers to push some inside me, hoping to ease the feeling of his penetration. I leaned forward and used my slippery hand on his enormous member. I could barely fit my hands around it, but got as much lube on the head and shaft as I could while he leaned over me, his cock head pointing at my pussy.

I looked into his face, and he said, “Go on, put me inside of you. Give me your married pussy, MILF.”

I felt his cock advancing, and guided him to my ready hole. I was so wet and horny! I said, “Yes, take me. Ruin me for my husband.”

That did it. I felt him push into me as his massive hands grabbed my ass and pulled me. It was only a few seconds of insane pressure and pleasure until he buried himself fully inside me. My legs were spread wide, and I was crushed between him and the bed. I swear his cock had gone into my womb through my cervix.

It was amazing and a little frightening the way he impaled me completely in one thrust. It was like my body completely yielded to him. I felt so full and hungry and was surprised as I felt an orgasm begin. My body shook, and I attempted to buck and thrust, but my hips were crushed tight against him.

He smiled as he realized what was happening, and said, “Yeah, that’s it. You fucking love my cock, don’t you?” I could only make noises in response.

I was still in the throes of my orgasm as he began thrusting into me. “Fuck, you feel so good.” He was fucking me with quick strokes, so I constantly felt full, and he kept my orgasm going.

Craig put his face in front of mine as he said, “Kiss me like your husband,” then smashed his lips on mine. I felt his tongue enter my mouth, and I eagerly welcomed it, moaning as I imagined Hank watching me. I was lost in a stupor of lust as I felt full of his cock and tongue, crushed against this stranger’s bed.

When he broke the kiss, Craig said, “You’re mine right now. That ring means nothing.” That seemed to drive him over the edge, as I felt him push deep into me and groan loudly, “Gonna come!”

I was in a heated craze, and panted, “Yes. Yes. Yes!” urging him to empty his balls into me. I wanted to be completely used by this man. I hung on and whimpered as I felt him twitching, knowing that he was shooting his hot semen deep inside me.

Craig suddenly pulled out, and grabbed my hand, surprising me. I watched as he grabbed his slick cock and placed the tip over my hand, squeezing out a dribble of cum onto my wedding ring.

As I stared at the ultimate violation of my marriage, Craig said, “Roll over, your ass is next.”

Even though my voice said, “I don’t know,” my body knew it. I handed him the bottle of lube as I rolled over and spread my cheeks. The cum on my ring meant I’d do anything for him.

Mercifully, I felt him squirt lube into my ass, then press his hard cockhead against my pucker. I braced for his entrance, and felt him clutch my hips with his large hands, as his cock entered me. I expected a pause, as they all do, but Craig grunted loudly as he rammed his length into me in a forceful thrust!

I must have passed out for a few seconds, because the next thing I knew, I was crushed face-down on his bed, as he pummeled my ass with his huge meat. He was murmuring as he thrust, “Yeah, yes, oh!”

I groaned, to let him know I was alive, but I don’t think he cared. I expected to feel pain from being sodomized by his gigantic cock, but it felt good. I could feel him deep inside my bowels, and was even aroused enough that an orgasm was building.

Before I could reach a peak, however, Craig’s thrusting quickened, as he was getting ready to pop. “Gonna give you a sperm enema, MILF,” he groaned before he pushed deep inside my ass and unloaded. I was unbelievably excited as I imagined him shooting his semen into my bowels, filling me!

He stayed inside me for a minute, before he pulled out and stood back. I carefully rolled over, both my vagina and ass sore from his assault. I looked up at him and he smiled, asking, “Was that rough enough? Almost no girls want it rough like that, especially with this,” he chuckled as he pointed to his limp, but still large, penis.

“Oh, God, yes,” I groaned. I was pleased that he was acting out for me, that he wasn’t really that brutal.

“I can call you names next time, if you want,” he offered.

He watched me laying there for a while, then asked quietly, “Better than your husband?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” I told him. I had never been so roughly used like that before in my life. It was glorious, and a little scary that I liked it. I smiled at him and said, “You are number one on my ‘brutal fucking’ list.”

He grabbed a towel, then paused and handed it to me, as he asked, almost sheepishly, “Um, if you’re not with Doug, would you like to stay with me tonight? I’ve got someone coming, but she’ll understand.”

It was almost funny how different he was, compared to the beast that had just fucked me. “No need, I’ll find someplace.”

“Oh,” he said. “I understand. Making the rounds.” He grabbed another towel and headed to the shower.

‘Making the rounds ’ rang in my ears. I guess maybe I was. I had just bedded three guys in less than 24 hours. The more I thought about it, the more aroused I became. Susie was right - I had my pick of penises here, and just realized how much fun that could be.

I started mentally thinking through the guys that I’d seen, and couldn’t really say ‘no’ to any of them. I lay back on the bed, stroking my pussy as I felt Craig’s cum seeping out. God, it felt so dirty and exciting when Craig, or Doug, or Russ came inside me. That was the ultimate act of cheating, and I think I liked it better than the orgasms, although each time a man unloaded into me, it made me come.

Suddenly, I woke up with a start. I must have fallen asleep! I don’t know how long I had napped, but my hands and pussy were crusty from Craig’s dried cum, so it must have been a while.

I headed to the bathroom and heard the shower running. I washed at the sink, but could see through the curtain opening that a couple was in the shower. The guy was really short, maybe 5’5’ or 5’6, but his girlfriend was even shorter, probably not even 5 foot. She was a beautiful little redhead with a pixie cut and perfect perky breasts. She was very slim, with a tight bubble ass.

As the guy was soaping his hair, the girl was playing with him, and I had to stop and stare when she moved and I saw his penis. I thought it was a fake strap on at first, because it was bigger than her forearm, and much thicker. That cock belonged on a horse, not a human!

I guess I was staring too long, because the redhead spotted me and immediately moved to block my view of her man’s dick. I had a hard time believing that she could take him inside - maybe she just gave him hand jobs.

When another guy entered the bathroom to use a stall, I quickly washed up and left, thinking about the guy's horse cock. I bet that was one of the guys that Susie had mentioned.

***

When I returned to the room, Craig was still not there. I wondered if he had left me to sleep, or had just used me and moved on. Honestly, I was more excited at the second option, now that I had embraced that the house was my gateway to all these virile 20-year-olds.

I put myself together and headed downstairs, realizing that I had slept the morning away. It was already after lunchtime. The first person I ran into was Doug.

Doug smiled sheepishly and said, “Hi.”

I was still angry, but decided that I had to let it go. It was all working out, anyway. “Hello.”

“Um, you wanna get some lunch and talk?” he offered. I was quiet for a minute, so he added hopefully, “I can take you to the place that Bobby and I always go!”

“Oh, maybe we’ll run into Bobby,” I said sweetly. “And when he asks why I’m here, we can tell him I didn’t visit because I was fucking his friend?”

He looked hurt, “Oh, yeah. Sorry.”

I still felt I needed to hurt him back for being traded. “Maybe he’ll take it better when he finds out you’re not really fucking me, that you traded me away for a hot blonde.”

Doug looked desperate, “Sorry. Sorry. Please,  can we go talk about this?”

He looked so upset that I actually felt sorry for him. “OK, let’s go. We’ll go someplace away  from campus.”

He followed me to the car, and I drove a few miles away, finding some small sandwich shop with unoccupied outside seating. It looked like a good place to talk.

We ordered and took our food outside, where he finally spoke. “Um, what was that thing with Craig?”

“You mean where I went to his room, and he fucked my brains out?” I was not letting him off easy.

“Well, I mean where you said you weren’t my girlfriend, then went and fucked him. You were being mean.” Doug seemed hurt.

“Well, I’m not. Men don’t trade their girlfriends for other girls.” I took a bite of my sandwich, and when I finished chewing I said, “I hope Susie was worth it because Russ fucked me SO good.”

Doug looked at me in thought for a moment before he said, “In our house, the guys DO trade girls.”

“So your plan was to invite me here and pass me around?” I asked, surprised at his boldness.

“For Susie. She is the hottest.” He added, “But you are even hotter.” He seemed to struggle with telling me something, so added, “And Russ doesn’t trade very often.”

“So what did you tell Russ to make him trade?” I asked. I was still upset, but a little flattered that I’d be traded for Susie, who was probably the hottest woman I’d seen in a long time.

“I didn’t have to. After he saw the video, he begged me to invite you. All the guys wanted you to come,” he explained.

“ Saw the video? ” I asked. My stomach had turned to ice.

“Yeah, the one we made over the summer. You were the favorite video. You're the famous ‘ pick a hole ’ girl.” he explained, apparently oblivious to the damage he was doing.

I tried to be calm, “‘ All the guys’ , ‘ favorite video ’. What are you talking about?” I could tell from the change in his face, he finally realized that something was wrong. I added, “Be a man, and tell me the truth, or Susie will.”

“You know Susie?” he asked, clearly on his back heel.

“We had breakfast. And showered together. That’s how I know I was traded like some chattel.” I leaned forward and said, “Now tell me the truth and don’t change subjects. What about the video?”

Doug explained, “I told you when we made it I wanted to show friends, and you were OK with that.”

I had to admit that it turned me on when he asked, thinking about college guys watching me. “Yes, that’s true.”

“So I showed it when we had our ‘ Who I did this summer ’ video festival. All the guys that took videos of their girls over the summer show them off. Susie even showed one of hers, with some black guy.” he explained, as if this was normal.

“Video festival?” I asked.

“Just for guys in the house, I promise,” he said, defensively.

“So every man in that house has seen me naked?”

Doug chucked, “Seen you naked. Seen how good you suck. Their favorite part is when you spread your legs and said ‘ pick a hole .’ That was the best! We watched that like 50 times, over and over.”

I was shocked. And angry, but not at Doug anymore, at myself for making the video and for telling him he could share it. I never imagined that he’d show it to ALL his friends.

I tried to finish my sandwich, but just picked at it while I thought this through. That means that Russ, and Craig, and all of them, had already seen me naked. That explains why they didn’t ask about anal sex, they just went for it.

I then remembered the part where I said I enjoyed cheating on Hank, that I wanted Doug to fuck my married pussy. I asked quietly, “They saw the whole  video? The part where I said I enjoy cheating?”

Doug nodded, “Yeah. That’s why they were on me about inviting you here. They wanted me to invite my MILF.”

“Because they think I’m easy?” I asked. I became aroused as I thought about staying at a house full of men who wanted to fuck me. Susie was right about having my pick of them.

Doug responded, “You are  easy.”

Oh God. He was right. Doug, Russ, Craig; all in less than 24 hours.

We cleared our space, got in the car and headed back. As we drove, Doug persisted. “You told me it was OK to share the video. Sorry anyway. Are you still mad?”

“Not at you. Sorry I was mean.”

“What do we do now?” he asked.

I said, “Well, you have the hot blonde staying with you again tonight, so I’ll find some accommodation .”

“Susie’s staying with me and not Russ?” he asked eagerly.

“Yeah. She said she’d do it to give me options.”

“Susie told you that?” he asked, surprised.

“Susie and I talked about a lot of things,” I said, flashing a sweet but mysterious smile. I hope he stayed a little nervous.

He looked at me expecting more.

“Don’t worry, she likes you.” He seemed relieved, so I added, “And your big dick.” This got a smile. “But you are a slob. Clean your room and deodorize it if you want girls.” He looked at me like this was a surprise. He needed to grow up.

I pulled into a pharmacy and he followed me in. I bought several personal size lube bottles, some Advil and two cans of air freshener. When we got back in the car, I dropped a few of the lube packets into my purse and handed the air fresheners to Doug. “Use this so your room doesn’t smell like socks and sex.” He studied the labels until we arrived at the frat.

I paused at the entrance to the house, taking a breath, and thinking, “I have my pick of 20-year-old studs here. Wow.”

Movie Sequel

I realized then that I hadn’t checked in with my husband. When I checked my phone, I saw it was on ‘Do not disturb’ mode, and there was just one message from him that read “ Good Morning .”

I sent him a note, “ Hi. Phone was DND. I’m alive. ”

As I waited for his reply, one brother walked past me and gave me a big smile. I wasn’t sure if that was for my breasts, or if he had seen me naked in the video. Doug had told me ‘everyone’ saw it, so I assumed all these men had seen me naked. There was something thrilling about that.

After a couple of minutes, I remembered Hank was at work, so I headed into the house. There were two guys hanging out in the TV room, and they immediately smiled when they saw me, waving at me to join them. I could tell from their eyes that they were waving at my breasts, but I joined them anyway.

As I took a seat, I saw they were watching some basketball game. They introduced themselves as “Chris” and “also Chris.” I tried to glance at their crotches to determine which was the one that Susie had menhgbvvvvvvvtioned, with a penis bigger than Doug’s.

I wasn’t interested in sports, and saw that they both were watching my breasts more than the game. After a minute, one of them asked, “You want to watch the game, or do something else?”

I could guess what he wanted. “Something else?” I asked, not letting him off the hook.

The other guy said, “Maybe, like make a movie?”

They were both very handsome, and I should have jumped at it, but I still needed some rest and to let my lunch settle. I was excited, though, so I wanted to play along.

“The kind of movie where I take off my clothes?” I asked.

Both of them nearly jumped out of their seats as they enthusiastically answered, “Yes!”

I smiled and leaned forward, their eyes were on my face now, not my breasts, I said intently, “And then I guess I’d spread my legs SO wide?”

“Yes!” They were nearly drooling.

I tried my sexy voice, “And I say ‘pick a hole’?”

“Oh God,” one groaned. The other was incapable of speech.

I could tell from their pants who had the bigger penis now. I sat up straight and said, “Sorry, that movie has already been made.”

One of them sat back, rejected, and said, “Fuck!”

The other was still intensely looking at me and said, “We could make a sequel.” As he waited for my response, he added, “And you can pick the hole.”

I liked his enthusiasm. I also would have liked to see and feel his cock. This teasing had made me horny again, and my libido had pushed lunch out of my mind, as I thought about how Craig’s cock made me feel so full.

I leaned forward again, and said, “Oh, so I get to pick the hole and  I get to pick the Chris?”

“Yes,” the one still intensely watching me said, then, “Please?”

The other Chris sat up and said, “Me, too.”

I looked at the other and said, “Sorry, you gave up too soon. Maybe another time.” I saw the first guy smile, thinking he was going to score. I asked, “Where’s your room?”

“Holy shit!” he exclaimed as he sprung to his feet, his boner evident through his sweatpants. He said, “This way!” as he reached for my hand and I let him take it.

The losing Chris asked, “What about me?” in a kind of pitiful way. The guy holding my hand paused for a moment and looked back at his buddy as he said, “You can be the cameraman.” He looked at me then and said, “That OK?”

My stomach fluttered at the idea of what I was about to do, but I was too horny and excited at the idea to decline. “Sure. But I get a copy right away, and decide whether you can share it, OK?”

The second Chris jumped up and said, “OK. And maybe I can go second?”

“No fucking way,” the winner said as he led me up the stairs to his room, the other Chris trailing us.

When we got to his room, I was disappointed at the messy state of it. Most of these college guys were slobs. At least we were of the same mind - as soon as we were in the door, I stripped my shirt, and Chris pulled off his, as he stared at my breasts.

“God, what great tits,” he said, as he pushed down his pants. The other guy just stood there, watching. “Get the video,” barked the first guy.

I watched Chris push his sweatpants off as I worked off my jeans and panties. I involuntarily gasped as I saw how huge his cock was. It was as large as Craig’s, and thicker, with a huge mushroom head.

I noticed the other guy taking video with his phone as I knelt and grasped the monster meat. The camera guy said, “Better than your husband’s, huh MILF?

I turned towards the camera and said, “So much bigger! I can’t wait to taste it.” Having an audience made me hornier, and I knew Hank would see this, so I wanted to make it as raunchy as I could.

The camera guy directed, “Use your left hand, so we can see the ring.”

I held up my hand to the camera and said, “My husband’s ring.” I grasped the monster with that hand and as I brought my mouth towards it, I said, “Not my husband’s cock.” As I sucked the gigantic head into my mouth, I moaned loudly, and so did Chris.

Chris put his hands on my head, then quickly pulled them back, saying, “Sorry.”

I pulled his dick from my mouth and looked up at him, making eye contact “Go ahead, fuck my face. Then fuck my cunt and come inside me. Don't you want to come inside a married woman, make her yours?”

As I sucked him back into my mouth, I felt his hands on my head, pulling me onto his cock. He was so wide, I could barely open my mouth enough to take him, but loosened my neck and throat so he could easily pull my face onto his rigid member.

It felt so dirty, letting this new man use my head like a sex toy. I could feel him pushing down my throat, and held my breath as I tried not to gag. The camera guy exclaimed, “God! She's taking it all!”

“Cause she doesn’t have a dick like this at home,” Chris said. “Look how she takes it - like she was made for me,” he laughed. I felt him pump down my throat a few times and groan, “God, even Molly couldn’t do this!” I remembered Molly was the House Girl who was now on OnlyFans.

I could see the camera move close to my face, capturing the action. It would be great to see myself from this angle - I wondered if my throat was bulging like it felt. I looked directly into the camera - Hank would love seeing my eyes as another man’s penis was down my throat.

Chris finally pulled out, releasing my head, and I saw the cameraman pan over my body, as he said, “Fuck! What fucking tits on this MILF. You are perfect, baby!”

I looked up at Chris and said, “I want you inside me.”

The cameraman laughed, “Yeah, man. Nail that married MILF! Bend her over and make those tits wobble!”

I remembered the lube, so quickly grabbed my purse “One minute, I want this to be good for us both.”

As I rubbed lube on him, he said, “Condoms?”

I looked up and smiled, “Not with me. Don’t you want to come inside a married woman?”

The cameraman whooped, as I lubed my pussy then bent over the bed, presenting my ass to Chris. I said, “Don’t be gentle.”

The cameraman directed, “Hold your cheeks open, show us that wedding ring!” As I did so, the camera guy asked, “Think she’ll take it all, bro?”

I cut off any response “Make it fit!” I wanted to feel stuffed like Craig did to me this morning. It felt so raunchy and exciting, filled with this young cock! I wondered if Hank was ready for this video - he said he wanted it, but wasn’t sure he was prepared.

I certainly was, though. I was aching to feel that gigantic cock inside of me, and felt so dirty with someone watching.

As I felt Chris step behind me and his cock head slide along my ass looking for my pussy, I heard him say “What the hell, man? What are you doing? Don’t get so close.“

The camera guy said “Calm down, dude. I just want a closeup shot of you pushing into that pussy“

I felt myself opening as Chris’s huge mushroom head entered me. I could hear the camera guy say “Oh yeah, that’s perfect! Look how wide you’re opening that pussy, man.“

I suddenly felt Chris’s cock pushing into me more rapidly without pausing, as he buried himself completely inside me. I could hear myself grunt and moan as I concentrated on the feeling. It was hard to hold myself up from the forward thrust, but I concentrated on how stuffed I felt. It was unbelievable! Just as good as when Craig had fucked me. God, I loved the huge cocks!

And then I braced myself as Chris thrust in and out of me. I could feel his cock withdrawing and then the awesome feeling as he stuffed me full again, over and over.

I saw the camera guy videoing us from the side as he said, “Man look at those tits go! Fuck, that’s fucking awesome. Slam her hard man!”

We made eye contact, and I said, “Keep watching me fuck. I like you watching me fuck. “

He seemed excited by the interaction, “You’re awesome!”

I close my eyes, relishing the feeling of being stuffed so full, over and over.

I heard Chris say, “Hey man! What are you doing back there? “

“I’m getting a shot of your balls slapping the bitch. “

Chris said “Hey! Don’t use that language - don’t you want her to come back? “

Bitch. He had mounted me like a dog, some strange young stud fucking me bare. That thought, and the feeling of being stuffed full - along with the excitement of having someone watch me have sex drove me over the edge and I started coming.

I let myself go. I wasn’t quiet and I know I must’ve been cursing as I bucked and thrashed, lost in the feeling coursing through my body. I could make out the camera guy saying “Fuck, she’s coming. Look man, you made her come.“

As my orgasm faded, and I recovered my senses, I felt Chris pumping me faster as he said, “Damn! She feels so good, I’m so close.”

The Camera guy urged him, “Come on man, nut in her. Pump your cum into that married pussy, man!“

Just then Chris pulled me tight and groaned and I could tell that he was doing just that–filling my married pussy with his seed. I moaned at the sheer dirtiness of it and encouraged him, “Oh! Yes! Please!” I was almost delirious as I felt him completely inside me, like our bodies had fused into one.

I felt another orgasm rising as I pictured us linked together, his sperm entering my body, ready to impregnate me. If I still had the parts, I would have let him. This was a perfect fuck.

It was quiet for a minute then I felt Chris withdraw. The camera guy said “stay there MILF. I wanna video his cum leaking out of that pussy “

“Oh yeah, here it comes. Damn man, you really dumped a load into her. “

I was so turned on by what he had done, but more by having another guy watch and video my infidelity. My second orgasm was hanging there, keeping me so horny. I hoped he would stay hard like Craig, so I could get off again.

I was disappointed when he collapsed on the bed next to me, but I stayed on my hands and knees so that the camera guy could capture the last of the cum oozing out of me. “

I then heard the camera guy ask “Can I have a turn now?“

Oh yeah! I really needed this, and I wanted to give him a treat so I replied “Pick a hole.“

I thought my eardrums would break the camera guy whooped so loud. In a flash, he was naked. I felt him stick a lubed finger up my ass as he said “I pick the back door.“

I braced myself as I felt his cock entering me. I did not know how big he was, but it was enough. I begged him to fuck me for all he was worth because I really, really needed it. I hoped the camera caught my behavior - I wanted to see myself acting like a crazed slut as much as I wanted Hank to see me. I was certain this is what he wanted.

The guy’s cock wasn’t huge, based upon the lack of pressure and pain, but it felt perfect. I loved feeling him sliding in and out of my ass - the dirty taboo of it added to the sensory feeling, keeping me on the edge of orgasm.

As the camera guy fucked me from behind, Chris moved so that his cock was by my head. I noticed he was already half hard again, and I knew what he wanted, even though he didn’t voice it. So while Chris, the camera guy was taking me from behind, I grasped Big Chris’ cock, and started sucking it to get him hard again.

I felt an orgasm starting, as I thought about having two cocks inside me at the same time - one in my mouth and one in my ass. It was something I never thought would really happen, but I had wondered how it would feel many times.

I had a hard time concentrating on the mushroom head in my mouth as I enjoyed the feeling of Chris powerfully slamming into my ass repeatedly. I reached down and barely touched myself before another orgasm hit me. My arms gave way, and I fell forward onto my face and chest as my body bucked and shivered.

I could hear the camera guy moan “Oh my God - you’re gonna squeeze my cock off! “He had stopped pumping me for a while until my orgasm passed, then he resumed his action as I licked and teased the enormous cock in front of me. He was now completely hard, and I looked forward to a second round with him.

I couldn’t believe I was still so horny after having come twice, and having two men. I braced myself as I felt the Chris behind me pull tight and start coming into my bowels. It heightened my arousal thinking how I had just had two men empty themselves into my ass and pussy.

When the camera guy pulled out of my butt, big Chris pushed away from me and stood behind me, saying, “Stay there. My turn for that ass. “

I wasn’t sure how much I could take but I said “Lube! Use lube “

I was numb with pleasure as I felt my sphincter pushed open by his huge cock head. I had to lean down on my elbows as he fed that monster into my ass, inch by inch. I was thankful that he didn’t slam all the way in me like he did with my pussy.

I lay in that position enjoying the feeling of his big dick sodomizing me over and over. It wasn’t painful at all - it was almost pleasurable as I imagined how far his big meat was pushing into my body. I realized how unbelievably erotic it was to have another man inside of me so fully.

It seems like I lay there for an eternity before he finally pulled tight and came, adding his semen to the other man’s deep inside my bowels. I would definitely fart sperm later,

I lay there as he slowly withdrew his cock. I realized the camera guy was taping again, getting every moment of the anal plowing that I had just endured. I heard him say, “Yeah that’s it. Look how her asshole is open. It’s like she’s waiting for more. “

I thought to myself, ‘ maybe I am. ’

***

We all sat there quietly for a couple of moments before camera Chris said “Well, maybe we should get cleaned up - the party is gonna start soon.“ He then asked “are you OK?” I was still laying with my ass up and chest on the bed, exposing my asshole and pussy. It felt gloriously slutty.

I chuckled and said “I take a minute to recover from such a great ass fucking. But yes, I’m great!”

Big Chris said, “If you stay that way, we can send more guys and you can have a proper train run on you.”

He sounded serious, and I was still horny, but felt that was beyond the line. “That’s OK, I’ll get up in a minute.”

I continued to lay there as they went to the bathroom with washcloths, then returned several minutes later. I imagined a stream of men entering the room, taking me from behind and each filling me with their cum. I couldn’t believe how exciting that sounded, and wondered if I’d lost my mind.

Checking In

I finally rolled onto my back when the Chrises returned, and handed me a washcloth and towel before they left, saying “We’ll see you at the party.”

“Wait!” I said. “Send me the videos.” I grabbed my phone and cameraman Chris airdropped the files to me.

Big Chris had already left, so while the files were being transferred, he said to me, “You were my first anal sex, thank you.” He grinned and said, “Maybe you’ll be my second, too?”

I just gave him a smile, thinking that maybe I would stay in his bed tonight and make his wish come true.

After he left, I lay there in a stranger’s bed thinking to myself “Wow. I never imagined I could have this much dirty fun. Maybe I can go back to college.“ I chuckled to myself, knowing that I’d never get to class because my major would be ‘sex’.

As I considered washing up for the party, I remembered the text to my husband, so I grabbed my purse and fished out my phone. There were a few messages from him.

“Hi babe. I put your phone on DND before you left. Couldn’t trust myself.”

“Hello? You still there?”

“OK, hope you’re getting dicked. Take pictures. Kiss.”

I felt bad ghosting him.

“ Hey, I’m here. Sorry. ”

I saw bubbles. Good, he was there. It must be driving him mad.

“ It’s OK. Had a boner all day at work. You have a boner? Haha. ”

“ Matter of fact, just did. ” I wasn’t sure I’d tell him about all the men yet.

“ YES! Hope it wasn’t the first. Cream filled? ” He was such a dirty bird. I know he’d want to hear about the other guys, but I wasn’t sure I was up to all the texts.

“ Overflowing ” I knew he’d love that one.

“ He showing you off, or just fucking all weekend? ”

OK, I wanted him to know, but didn’t want the messages.

“ Sending pics, then turning phone off. See you at home. ” That was a solution. I went through the files that Chris had sent and found that he had taken a few pictures of me around the house as well. I was surprised at how big and audacious my breasts looked in the tank top. My nipples and areolas were easily visible through the material, and I looked almost photoshopped with how big they were on my frame. I hadn’t seen myself from those angles.

He also had a couple of pictures of Susie and I standing naked in the bathroom, obviously taken secretly from the hall. There was a picture of me holding Craig’s hand as we headed up the steps, another of me and Chris holding hands, and the videos from just now. I took a few screen grabs - the video files were too large for text, and sent a set to Hank. They included the shot of my boobs, the shot of Susie and me naked, me holding hands with each of the guys, a great picture of me taking Chris’ mushroom cock into my mouth while showing off my wedding ring, one of Chris’ balls slapping me from behind, and one each of cum leaking from my pussy and then my gaping anus. That should tell him the story of my slutty adventure.

I watched the transfer bars progress until completion, ignoring the notifications of Hank’s messages, then powered off my phone. That should keep him crazy until I returned home.

I was sweaty and wrapped the towel around me rather than put my clothes back on to go to the bathroom. I laughed when I realized my breasts were too large for the towel, so I just wrapped it around my waist and headed to the bathroom bare-chested. Hell, everyone in the house had seen my video, so also had seen my boobs. Besides, I needed to find some place to sleep tonight.

While in the bathroom, several brothers entered and exited, to use the stall and to shower. Not one passed without saying “Hi,” or “You're the MILF,” or “Oh my God,” as they stared at my breasts. I was happy that they were all handsome and none that I’d pass up a sleepover with.

I headed to Russ’ room to retrieve my bag and found the door unlocked. I surprised Russ when I entered - he was in boxers, standing in front of the mirror, tweezing his nose. He was definitely Mr. Hygiene.

He saw I was topless, wearing the towel, and said, “I see you’re feeling more comfortable. Ready for some fun?”

I smiled at his eagerness, and said, “Just had some. I need my stuff.”

As I opened my suitcase and started digging, he said, “You’re welcome to stay here tonight.”

“Thanks. I’ll consider it. But I’m gonna leave my bag in the hall in case I end up somewhere else, OK?”

He didn’t seem upset, just said, “OK. I get it. Variety and all that.”

I knew now what Susie meant by ‘having her choice’ of men - I appreciated that. I dressed in yoga pants and a cut-off strappy tank, wine colored but so tight and thin that my breasts looked airbrushed.

I stood next to Russ to check myself out in the mirror. Wearing the yoga pants with no panties showed off my camel toe, which was perfect for here. I hoped I wasn’t still leaking fluids from Chris and Chris.

Russ said, “You look like a wet dream.”

I kissed his neck, to tease him, as I ran my hands over his muscular chest. I said softly, “Wet reality.”

As I closed up my bag, he groaned, “I really hope you stay with me tonight.”

“Maybe,” I said, as I put my bag in the hall.

Double Trouble

I went downstairs, and the party was already in progress. I thought it seemed early, and then saw that it was already 8:00 at night. I had literally fucked the day away!

I had a couple of beers while a stream of brothers and friends hit on me. I had a whole different perspective now - I was hunting for a place to stay the night and knew I had all the power.

I loved how all the guys stared at my breasts, and I even touched my nipples, or straightened my top to tease them. All the guys were handsome, and some even qualified as super hot guys. My confidence surged once younger, fit men who were giving me all this attention surrounded me. I was getting just as much, maybe more attention than the women half my age. I hoped I wouldn't become so used to it that it made my husband unattractive.

After about an hour, Susie extracted me from the throng of men and guided me to a corner where a few girls had gathered. Susie introduced me, “Ladies, here’s Jenny.”

A pretty brunette smiled and said, “The famous MILF of the video screen.” Shit, everyone  had seen me.

Another brunette with a fair sized rack said, “Damn, I thought my tits were big.” She gave me a once-over with her eyes and laughed, “Why bother with clothes, girl? Those pants are so tight, I can read your lips.” The other girls laughed.

“That’s OK, honey, we’re all jealous because you’re getting the attention,” Susie said.

“Because I’m new, or because of my boobs?” I asked, with a smile.

“Because you take it up the ass, slut,” a pretty blonde spat out. The others fell silent and stared at her, clearly not happy with her response. She looked around and said, “What? It’s true. She’s a fucking ass-whore, so she has the pick of the guys. She’s a bare-back cum dump.”

“Excuse me,” said the first brunette. “ I  do anal, too.”

“Not with the Knob, you don’t. And not with Craig. She takes it like it’s no big deal. She probably fucks horses as practice.”

Susie stepped in, “Now Jean, shut the fuck up and calm down. You’re just mad, and not even for a good reason.”

Jean spat, “He was supposed to be mine tonight.”

Susie looked at me and said, “Sorry. We probably should have talked more about this. All the guys are fair game, but we usually have a ladies agreement about who we want for any night.”

“Fucking ass-whore,” Jean grumbled.

“Jean, shut up,” Susie spat.

“OK,” I said. “I’m OK with that.”

“Then why’d you pick Chris for tonight?” Jean said venomously.

“I didn’t pick anyone  for tonight,” I explained. She stared at me and I asked, “Which Chris? The one with the big dick?”

Jean said, “No. Not the Knob. Freaky Chris, the other one. You fucked them both, anyway.”

“I did,” I said carefully. I looked at Susie, then said, “I thought there were no girlfriends, that all the guys were fair game.”

Susie said, “They are. It’s just at parties, we decide who we’re hunting.”

Jean said, “ Before  we lock them down.”

“I didn’t lock anyone down,” I protested. This was stupid shit. It felt like high school again.

“That’s not what Chris says,” Jean scowled at me.

I spotted Chris watching us. I figured I’d put an end to it. “Wait. I’ll be right back.”

I walked directly over to ‘Freaky’ Chris, who was talking to a few other guys, including Chris the Knob. It was an appropriate name, based upon his penis. The guys all grinned at me, openly staring at my breasts and camel toe.

“There she is!” said Chris.

“I just want you to know that I won’t be spending the night with either of you tonight. I want that to be clear.”

He looked upset, “What? Why?” The other guys were watching our interaction..

“I just want some variety. I haven’t figured out who I will be with tonight yet, but definitely not you.”

Chris looked at the others and touched my shoulder, “Can we talk about this?”

“Sure,” I said, as I led him down the hallway. We paused in the TV room, which was currently vacant. I eyed the sex swing with fresh interest.

“What did I do?” he asked when we were alone.

“Nothing. In fact, I loved your videos and the pictures you took of me.” He looked surprised, “Yeah, you airdropped the bathroom photo and other pictures to me.”

He looked embarrassed, “Sorry.”

“No. I like them. Keep taking them. If you have time to take any while I’m messing around with other guys, I want those too.”

“But why not tonight?” he asked again.

“Because Jean needs you to screw her brains out.”

He stopped cold and said, “Really?”

“Yes. Don’t make it obvious, but let her seduce you, OK?”

Chris laughed, “There won’t be much seduction necessary. She’s hot.” He paused a second and added, “Just like you.”

“That’s it?” he asked.

I smiled and said, “If you satisfy her, and take plenty of pictures of me, then on Sunday you can butt-fuck me until your nuts fall off, OK?”

“Holy shit, yes!”

“Don’t let her know. You can tell her I rejected you, but don’t tell her about our deal, OK?”

He laughed, “Duh! I get to fuck her, then fuck your ass? No way I’m messing this up!”

I nodded, “Pretend to be rejected, OK?”

He nodded.

I smiled sweetly and said, “And keep taking pictures and videos of me.” I turned and returned to the party, seeking the girls.

They all hushed when I rejoined them. Susie was the first to ask, “Well?”

“I told him there was no way I was with him tonight.” I turned to Jean and said, “He’s all yours to catch.”

Jean softened, “Thanks. You’re not so bad, I guess.”

“For an ass-whore,” I added.

“Sorry about that,” she said.

Susie tried to brighten the mood, “OK, so we were talking. Tracy is thinking about Jim, and Jean with Chris, of course.”

“And you with Doug,” I added. They looked at me and I asked, “No?”

Susie said, “Rachel wants Doug. And I was thinking about Russ.”

What about “Chris the Knob, or Craig?” I asked.

The second brunette laughed, “Size Queen!”

The first brunette said, “Big dicks are fun honey, but we prefer to keep our snappers tight. You go for it, though.”

“And what about Karl? He’s the other one, right?” I asked.

Two girls gasped, and Jean laughed.

“What?”

Susie said, “See that short guy over there with the even shorter redhead?”

“Yeah. Karl. I saw him in the shower. He’s hung like a horse,” I agreed.

“The redhead is his regular. In fact, she’s his only. She’s also insanely jealous. Her jealousy works here because none of us want him,” Susie explained.

“Why not?” I asked.

Jean spoke this time, “Imagine fucking a beer can hooked to a pile driver powered by the Energizer Bunny. When Karl fucks, he doesn’t stop. Like for an hour or two or more. We call the redhead Holly the Hole because she has to be hollow from her pussy to her tits by now. That little body has to be missing organs to fit all his meat hammering into her.”

“So he’s off limits?” I asked.

Susie laughed, “Well, I’d try when Holly is not around. And when you can have surgery to repair your hips after he splits you open.” She patted my arm and said, “Maybe you should practice more with the Knob or Craig - they're not taken.”

Susie was holding an empty cup and said, “Well, girls. Off to refill my drink and score some dick.” They all headed off to the bar, some intercepting guys on their way.

***

I returned to the bar for another beer, and was immediately swarmed by guys. All of them seemed to know that I didn’t have anyone picked for the night, and they had various ways of asking.

Most of them were carefully asking if I had a place for the night, then offering that I could stay with them. A few tried to be nice about it, saying that they would keep their hands to themselves. I loved shocking them by declining, saying that I didn’t want to stay with someone who wouldn’t fuck me.

One of my favorites was this tall dark-haired guy, who asked, “So, are you really a mom?”

It was a strange opening, so I said, “Yes, I am. Why do you ask?”

He smiled and said, “Because I was hoping for a tour. You know, see where the baby came from, and maybe reenact how you made her.” It was unique, and I was happy that the guys didn’t know that I had a son at this university.

I was considering who to hook up with, when a guy sidled up to me and put a shot glass down, “Tequila?” He was good looking, and aside from being tall, nothing special - there were certainly more handsome guys here. He held a glass up, and said, “Russ said you like tequila.”

What the hell. I took a shot with him. I felt a tap on my shoulder, and he was there again, with another pair of shots. He held up his glass and said, “Another?” That was weird - why did he switch sides? I did the second shot, swearing that I wouldn’t have another.

I put my glass down and took a big breath, to clear the fog a little. When I looked up, there were two of him! They started speaking, “Hi, I’m Ron,” and the other said, “Hi, I’m Don.”

“Twins?” I asked. Not sure if it was the tequila or what was going on. I hoped no one had slipped something into my drink.

“Yep.” they grinned. “Identical,” they spoke almost in unison.

I noticed they had dressed similarly, only the shirt color differed slightly. This was funny. “Is everything  the same about you two?” I asked, pointedly looking at their crotches.

“Yes,” they said. “Want to find out?” Damn, it was unnerving the way they responded together.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

This was the first time they didn’t respond in unison, each giving a unique response, “Come to our room and find out,” said one. The other said, “We’re thinking DP.”

Wow. Fuck. After Chris and Chris today, I had been thinking about taking two guys again, but this was something else.

I checked them out again - handsome, sleek, fit. They had long lean bodies that were well kept, and handsome smiles. The tequila was working its devil magic. I said, “Yes. Let’s do this.”

They both looked surprised that I said yes, but quickly recovered, each taking one of my hands. As we headed for the staircase, I could hear murmuring around us, and I spotted Chris snapping a picture with his phone. This would be a night I wanted to remember - I was glad to have a picture.

***

We walked to their room, my head and body buzzing with excitement and anticipation. I was also very nervous - while I loved the experience with the two Chrises, that just happened organically. Now, I was surrendering myself to two men at once. I felt a surge of my libido when I realized that their ages together didn’t match mine, and they were identical!

They stopped me at the threshold to their room, and the first asked, “Can we kiss?”

I giggled and said, “You’re gonna stick your cock inside me, so a kiss is perfectly fine.” I leaned up and closed my eyes to kiss him, as I felt his hands on me, as well as a second set of hands grasping my breast. I tasted his tongue as four hands roamed over my body.

He broke the kiss, and I opened my eyes long enough to see the other man leaning in. Or was it the first guy again? I couldn’t tell, but he kissed me hungrily while my body was turned, the hands taking turns touching and groping me in different places.

This was disorienting and exciting! I could feel my pussy oozing excitement as the reality of screwing identical twins took hold of me. We fumbled and pushed into their room, as I saw it was decorated as two identical halves - each with a full bed, desk and racks of identical clothes. At least they were neat, just like Russ.

When we broke from kissing, one of them asked, “How do you want to do this?”

“How do you usually do this?”

I saw them exchange glances, and the first said, “You’re the first girl to agree.”

His use of ‘girl’  made me even hotter for them. I asked, “I assume you guys have talked about this, right?”

They both nodded and said almost simultaneously, “Oh yeah, it’s a fantasy for us.”

I felt butterflies in my stomach “How about you guys do whatever you want  with me? I’ll say ‘no’ if it goes too far, but act out anything you dreamed in your fantasy, OK? Be sweet, be rough, talk dirty, anything.”

The second said, “And DP?”

I laughed, “Duh! Of course I expect you both inside me at the same time. Any two holes,” I giggled.

They stripped, and I joined them, pulling off my yoga pants and top in a flash. One finished before the other, and immediately latched his mouth onto one of my breasts, sucking at my nipple. I loved the feeling of a mouth suckling at my nipple - it was just sensitive enough, but not painful.

The other twin finished stripping and looked at us, pausing for a moment. I said, “Come on, twins on my twins, have a taste!”

His face lit up as he knelt down and latched onto my other breast. I put my hands on the back of their heads, my senses swimming from the feeling of both of them sucking away. It was surreal, identical heads and mouths on my breasts. Their hands touched my ass, and sides, and ran up my legs. I was in sensory overload.

One moaned, then broke off and asked, “Too rough?”

I said, “Fuck no. Fucking suck the nipples off my tits, guys. I love it!” The excitement had my pussy oozing. As they attacked my breasts with their mouths, I could see us in the mirror. They were identical, with long, sleek bodies. They were probably runners or swimmers. I imagined how their naked asses would look as they pumped their cocks into me.

They both went to town, and I almost regretted my words as I felt them sucking and biting. I was sure I’d have hickeys in the morning. I felt a set of fingers probe my pussy and moaned at the feeling. His hand went to my ass, cupping my buttocks and squeezing forcefully.

The other twin joined him and shortly I had two sets of fingers inside me, with two hands squeezing my ass. I felt an orgasm building from the overwhelming senses from my nipples and pussy and ass. I hung onto their heads as my body convulsed and I screamed out, “Coming! Gah!”

The brothers kept working their fingers inside of me, and sucking at my breasts until I recovered. I said, “Oh, God. That was great.” After another minute of their attention, I asked, “Do you guys want to get off?”

Both their mouths left my chest, and they glanced at one another, grinning. I knew what was coming, so quickly said, “Use lots of lube. There is some in my purse.”

One brother jumped onto the left bed, while the other produced a bottle of lube from the bedside table. Well, they were prepared, at least. The guy laying down said, “Uh, you want to?”

“Just tell me to sit on your cock, if that’s what you want. Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it. Don’t pussyfoot around!” I barked at them. The second guy had produced a pack of rubbers with the lube, and was fumbling to open one.

I looked at him and said, “No rubbers. I can’t get pregnant, and I want you both to come inside me. Any hole. As much as you can. Got it?”

The twin fumbling with the condoms tossed them on the floor, and the one on the bed said, “Come sit on my cock, MILF. I can’t wait to feel you.”

I grabbed the lube from the table, and slapped some on my labia, then gave his cock a quick coating before I climbed up onto the bed. I was soaking wet, but wanted to be certain. As I grasped his erection to guide him in, he said, “Use your left hand, MILF. I want to see your wedding ring.”

I was excited to show him, and as I switched hands, I said, “Call me Jenny. Just like my husband does.” As I positioned myself over him and impaled myself, I moaned, “God, you feel so much better than my husband!” It wasn’t really true, but it helped our fantasy. It felt so dirty to say it. His cock was longer than Hank’s, and completely shaved, so probably appeared even bigger than it was.

As I settled onto him, taking him fully inside me, he groaned, “You feel so fucking good, Jenny! Ride me slowly, please.”

I leaned forward and kissed him as I began slowly riding, feeling his hardness stretching and teasing me. “That’s the way, Ron. Feel it - my married pussy is all yours.” I watched his face, and wasn’t sure if I got the name right, but I didn’t care.

As I gently rode him, I thrilled at the feeling that I was fucking someone not my husband. It differed from when the guys pounded away at me - I mean; I was having sex, but this time I  was the one fucking!

I felt the bed move as the other twin climbed behind me. His hand spread my cheeks, then I felt lube dripping into my crack. I felt his fingers pushing the liquid into my anus, causing me to moan. “That’s it, plenty of lube.”

My breathing quickened as I got ready to have a second man inside me. It was as exciting as I had imagined, and I wondered if I’d feel as full as when Chris’ huge cock was inside me.

“Here we go, Jenny. Your ass is mine now, not your husband’s.” The voice was the same as the one in front of me, adding to the thrilling confusion of sensory overload. I felt my pucker stretch, then give way as he pushed his hard cock inside me.

“Oh, God, yes!” I moaned, as I felt myself being forced open as he entered me inch by inch.

“Wow, she’s tight!” the twin behind me said,

“Ron, I can feel your cock inside her!” the one below me said. I barely registered that I got his name wrong before he said, “Go on, all the way in, man. Fill her up.”

“She’s so damned tight! Oh! There it is! I’m in all the way,” Ron said.

“Ha! I can feel your balls on mine man,” the guy under me laughed. “OK, man, let’s go. Stretch her out!”

I was barely keeping my shit together - I was so delirious from the feeling of being stuffed full, feeling two men inside of me!

“Think we should, Don? I mean she’s pretty stretched.” The guy in my ass seemed hesitant.

I groaned, “Do it!”

The brothers laughed and said, “Here we go!”

I nearly passed out as they both began pumping in and out of me, together at first, then alternating their rhythm so one would push in while the other withdrew.

My arms gave out, and I fell fully on top of Don, as I focused on the feeling of my ass and pussy being stuffed and emptied, over and over. I felt an orgasm rock my body, but they didn’t pause, and may not even have noticed as they constantly talked through the rhythm and told each other how I felt.

I was recovering from my orgasm as Ron, behind me, said, “I think I feel her loosening - we’re doing it, man!”

“Come on, harder man - let’s really open her up!” Don said. I could see the intensity on his face, and he barely looked at me as he and his brother concentrated on stretching my insides with their pricks. I would have been scared if it didn’t feel so good.

Ron asked, “You OK, Jenny?”

The guy under me, Don, looked at me and said, “We’re probably gonna ruin you for your husband, Jenny. We want to stretch you so you can take us both in your pussy or ass.”

“More!” I groaned as I felt them fucking both my holes. It was the most intense feeling I’d ever experienced! I imagined how it would feel to have them both in my pussy, and I wanted it!

I felt Ron shift, lifting himself as he continued fucking me, causing my ass to stretch further, as my pussy was pulled tight against Don’s cock, also stretching me there. I moaned from the pressure and pain, which caused the brothers to fuck me faster.

It certainly felt like they were stretching me open, and I wanted more of it. “More!” I groaned again, as I felt another orgasm building. I felt Ron grip my ass cheeks and start to piston in and out of me at high speed, while he groaned, “Fucking fuck! Your ass is so good!”

Just as I started coming, he pushed into me and groaned, “Fuck! Coming!”

Don encouraged him, “Yeah man! Dump into her! Cream her bowels!” My brain was on fire, from the orgasm and from the raw dirty sexiness of it.

I heard Ron muttering obscenities as he filled my colon, as my brain drifted in an orgasmic cloud. When I could, I lifted my head to look at Don, who was under me.

He met my eyes and said, “Flip over and sit on my dick. Take me up your ass, Jenny. I want to stretch you out, too.”

My knees were weak, but I lifted myself up as I felt Don slip out of my ass. I wasn’t sure I could aim, but I felt Don’s hands guide me. It felt so dirty as I sat down, letting my weight drive his hard cock into my ass. I moaned at the feeling, and Don said, “Yeah, that’s it - take my cock, Jenny.”

Ron leaned in and kissed me as he held his erection and pointed it towards my pussy. I was amazed that he was still hard, and was going to ask him to clean off, thinking about UTI’s, but I was too tired and not entirely in my right mind.

As Ron broke the kiss, he said, “We’re gonna stretch you until you can’t walk, Jenny. Do you like that?”

“More,” was all I could moan as I felt him entering me.

The brothers resumed their assault on my pussy and ass, and it wasn’t long before I had another orgasm, just as Don filled my ass with his cum, Ron following just after.

After they recovered, one said to the other, “I need a little while to recover, man. How about you?”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to miss this chance. She might be done if we quit.”

It was like I wasn’t there. It was sad, and funny, and actually very exciting. I enjoyed being the third wheel, or third hole, for them.

“Hey, Jenny. You up for more? You gonna be up for more soon?” one of them asked me. I didn’t know who was who at this point.

“You wanna stretch me out more?” I asked, my voice a little strained from all the screaming and moaning.

One looked at the other, and said, “Well, yeah, if you’re OK for a little more?”

I looked at them and said, “Do it. Fuck me whenever you want. If I fall asleep, go for it. If I pass out, go for it. Just use lube.”

“You want  us to stretch you?” one asked.

These guys clearly didn’t pay attention in anatomy class.

“It won’t be permanent. I hope you can park a car inside me by the morning.”

“Oh, Fuck,” one of the exclaimed.

“Well roll over, I’m ready,” Ron said. Or maybe it was Don.

I rolled onto my stomach and reached back, spreading my cheeks for him.

“That’s it, let’s see that wedding ring, Jenny,” he said as I felt him push inside me. He immediately began thrusting into me with some force, causing me to grunt with each stroke.

It felt wonderful. I got all the orgasms with little effort. It wasn’t long before he rolled us over, and his brother started fucking my pussy. God, it felt so great to have two men inside me. I orgasmed again, and just enjoyed the glow as they continued to pump away at me.

That night seemed to last forever. After they were both spent, I climbed into one bed and one brother joined me. I was awakened sometime later, by one of them entering my ass and fucking me until they came. I didn’t fully awaken. After that, the other carried me to his bed and took my pussy. At one point, they were both inside me again, really attempting to stretch me. I had another orgasm from that round.

All night long, they fucked me over and over. Finally, in the morning, I woke up to pee. I didn’t bother with clothes, and gave a show to the couple of brothers who were awake.

When I returned to the room, both brothers were awake and erect, and we spent the next hour with both of them inside me, one end or the other. We fell asleep again, all three in the same bed.

I awoke to the feeling of both of them inside me again. How I slept through them moving me, I’ll never know, but it was almost dreamlike, waking to being impaled in both holes while the men panted and pumped away. I thought I may never have sex with just one man again.

When they finished, they fell asleep yet again. I couldn’t sleep anymore, regardless of how little I had slept the night before. I grabbed my toiletry bag and found a clean towel, then headed to the communal bathroom, naked.

Saturday Morning with Susie

I was surprised that the bathroom was empty - it was probably almost 10. I guess everyone was recovering from the sex and drinking. All the action over the past day or so had supercharged my libido, and I was feeling horny again - or still. I was looking forward to showing off for one or more of the guys this morning. Oh well.

I got in the shower and was soaping myself when I noticed a guy entering with me. I saw his feet and as my eyes worked their way up his body; I saw he had a nice dick, which was already hard. It wasn’t anything like Craig or Chris, but was about like my husband’s. When I saw his face, I recognized Jack from the first morning in the bathroom. He was the one that Susie shooed away.

Jack was grinning at me as I turned to face him, showing off my whole soapy body. He was staring at my chest as he said, “Hi.”

I had a thought, and asked, “Were you waiting for me, or is this just coincidence?”

His grin fell a little as he said, “Uh,” Then he paused and sheepishly said, “I was waiting. I can’t lie. I needed to see you again.”

That sounded a little sad, but thrilled me that a 20-year-old man wanted to see me naked. I considered I may never want to leave this place - chock full of horny men half my age that lusted over me.

I pointedly stared at his boner and said, “I guess you like what you see?”

“Oh, God, yes. You are awesome.”

At that point, I noticed the curtains part, and Chris the perv poked his head in and said, “Pictures? You said you wanted them?”

Jack said, “Get out, pervert.”

Chris gave back, “I’m not gonna take pictures of you, dickface. The lady asked me to take pictures of her.”

“Get out anyway!” Jack barked.

“Wait,” I said, securing both their attention. “I want a video of me blowing Jack, OK?”

Jack looked like he was going to say something, but my words sunk in. Chris was already pointing his camera phone as I knelt in front of Jack and reached for his erection.

Chris said, “Turn around.” I looked at him and he said, “I want to see your ring.”

I felt a chill at that and turned to show my left hand holding Jack’s penis. I looked at the camera and asked, “Want to see my wedding ring while I blow this guy?” I winked, then took Jack’s cock head into my mouth, tasting the new man while water ran down his body.

I heard him moan and felt hands on my head as I began sucking him into my mouth, bobbing my head as I impaled my face over and over on his cock. I enjoyed listening to him moan as I worked to get him off.

As I moved my hand to his balls, he surprised me as he thrust into my face and grunted. I tasted his salty fluids as he came in my mouth, and swallowed them down. As I worked to suck him dry, I remembered Susie saying that he was a ‘minuteman.’ Oh well, at least I wouldn’t have a sore jaw.

When I let Jack’s penis fall from my mouth, Chris said, “Damn, you swallowed. I sorta hoped that he’d paint your face.”

“Oh,” I said. “Sorry you’re disappointed.”

I heard Susie’s voice say, “Chris the perv loves bukkake.”

“Bukkake?” I asked as I got to my feet. Susie was already in the shower, standing naked under a showerhead.

“When guys come on your face,” she explained.

“Many guys,” Chris grinned, showing his excitement.

“What are you doing, taking pictures, perv?” Susie spat at Chris.

Chris looked cowed, “Um, she asked me to. She said she wanted pictures of her, uh, adventures.”

“It’s true,” I agreed.

Susie laughed, then asked, “Like this one?” as she put her hand on my breast and played with my nipple. I was still horny and unrelieved from blowing Jack, who had slipped away.

I watched Chris aim his phone and say, “Oh yeah,” as he filmed Susie playing with my breasts.

I turned to look at Susie, and was surprised by her lips meeting mine, as she put her other hand behind my head. I stood still as her tongue snaked into my mouth and I parted my lips to allow it.

Her kiss was soft and sensual, not aggressive like a man’s. Her mouth tasted sweet, and I couldn’t help but press my tongue against hers, then slide into her mouth, as our lips and mouths maneuvered to give us better access to each other.

I was frightened and excited at the same time. I’d never considered being with a woman before, but her kiss and the feeling of her hand on my neck turned me on like never before.

After a moment, I felt her hand slide off of my breast and move down my stomach, her fingers resting on my mound, stroking my clit. The feeling overwhelmed me and knew she would make me come if she kept it up.

When I felt her fingers invade my vagina, I got scared and pulled away. I was panting from excitement and my aborted orgasm, as I stared at her. She was looking deep into my eyes, wearing a small smile.

“Sorry, I... I uh…” I didn’t know what to say.

“That’s OK,” she said. “I just wanted a good picture for you,” she laughed as she looked over at Chris, who was glued to his phone. I appreciated she let me off easy, not pressing things.

It felt so good, but I was not ready for sex with a woman. And I couldn’t let her please me without reciprocating. Shit, this weekend was out of control.

I watched Susie step back under the water, her skin flushed and breathing a little ragged. I felt bad breaking off with her and frustrating her. It was apparent that she was close to orgasm as well.

Susie said, “OK Chris, enough with the pictures. We have to clean up.”

Chris smiled at me and said, “Remember our deal! My balls are ready for tomorrow!” He retreated from the room.

Susie looked at me, and appeared to be recovered from our close encounter, “Deal?”

I laughed, “I told him that if he took good pictures, that he could butt-fuck me until his balls fell off.”

“Hell, I’d take that deal, too. If I had balls,” she laughed.

We soaped up, and she eventually asked, “You were with the twins last night?”

“Oh yeah,” I confirmed. “All night, almost no break.”

“DP?” she asked carefully.

“Yes, of course. It was amazing!”

“They joined the house after Molly left, so have had no one to do that with,” she said.

“Not even you?” I asked. I knew Susie had slept with nearly all of them. “You haven’t been with Ron and Don?”

“I’m a slut, not a dirty slut,” she said. “Oh, sorry.”

“That’s OK,” I didn’t think of myself as either until just then.

“I’ve been with them, just not both at once.” After a pause, she said, “You know, I could have been with the same one twice. I can’t tell them apart.”

“Me neither,” I laughed. “I just called them both ‘Ron’”

Susie was rinsing off the soap and asked quietly, “Are you planning on sleeping with all the brothers this weekend?”

“Hell, no,” I said. It hadn’t entered my mind.

“Just thought I’d check. You need to speed things up if you are, there are 32 of them. It took me almost 2 months before I ticked all the boxes.”

“Or they all dicked your box,” I laughed, playing on her words.

“Wanna get lunch?” she asked, as she grabbed her towel. “I’ll let you drive and pay,” she said sweetly.

“Well, after that kiss, I would hope so,” I chuckled.

We remained quiet as we dried our hair and fixed our makeup in the mirror. When we were nearly finished, Susie said, “Sorry about the kiss. I thought...”

I cut her off and said, “No, it’s OK. Besides, that was the best kiss I’ve ever had.” I looked into her eyes and added, “I mean ever . Thank you.” I liked the way she smiled at that.

***

We headed out to lunch together. I still loved the way all the guys ogled me. It was probably helped by having gorgeous Susie by my side, and of course by my huge manufactured breasts pointing the way.

Over lunch, Susie asked, “So you have Chris taking pictures?”

“Yeah. I caught him doing it yesterday and realized that I enjoy being watched. Plus, now I get to see myself and remember all of this later.”

“Aren’t you afraid your husband will find the pictures and videos?” she asked.

I knew her reaction would be entertaining, so I watched her face and said, “I plan to show him when I get home.”

She dropped her fork and stared. “What?”

After a moment, she added, “He knows you’re here with Doug and the others?”

“He knows I’m here with Doug. He found out that Doug and I were having sex this summer, and encouraged it. When Doug invited me to visit this weekend, Hank just about packed me himself and sent me off.”

Susie continued to stare, so I added, “He doesn’t know I’ve been fucking the others.”

“Lots of others,” Susie finally added.

“Is it because your husband can’t get it up? Or is he terrible in bed?” she probed.

“No, he’s great. Hank’s handsome, and a great lover. He actually takes his time with me - it’s a lot different from the ‘ram it in and get off’ sex that these guys do. He’s sweet and takes me to dinner, and buys me things and makes me feel safe.” As I described him to Susie, I was happy to still feel warm about him, even after all the random sex.

“So why Doug? And why does your husband like it?” she asked. It was a perfectly reasonable question.

I smiled and said, “He told me that if he had the chance to nail a 20-year-old hottie, he wouldn’t hesitate. So I should ‘go for it’ because how many chances will I get to fuck guys half my age?”

We ate for another minute before Susie said, “Your husband sounds nice. I hope I get one like that someday.” She took another forkful then added, “But with my body count, it’s not likely. Everyone knows I’m easy, and I like that. It keeps dates simple - feed me, breed me.”

I felt a little bad for her. She had a terrible view of the world, men in particular.

“So what happens on Saturday nights?” I asked, trying to brighten the mood.

She giggled, “It’s pledge service night. All the guys pledging the frat come over and serve the brothers and their girls.”

“What’s so funny about that?” I asked.

“They wear only jockstraps!” she giggled again. She then leaned closer and said conspiratorially, “And we get to give them boners. They get a boner, they get a demerit! The girls compete to see how many demerits we can give out.”

She looked over at me and said, “Shit. With those tits, you’ll be giving lots of demerits.” She added, “They can’t touch us unless we tell them to, and we can’t touch their dicks.”

She put her fork down, finished with lunch and added, “It is SO much fun! Plus, we get to check out the goods before they become brothers. Oh, and no sex with them until they are brothers. That’s a couple of weeks away. But there is SO much beefcake running around, basically naked.”

We finished lunch and drove back. Susie still had questions, “So are you going to tell your husband about the other guys, or gonna let him think it’s just Doug?”

“Oh, I’ll tell him. And that’s why I asked Chris to take pictures, and now videos. It’ll drive him crazy.”

“Wow,” Susie said. After a brief pause, she asked, “Was this your agreement when you got married? Have you always been, um… fun?”

“You mean a slut ?” I used the word that she wouldn’t. “Susie, slut  shouldn’t be a bad word. You had no problem calling yourself that. It just means we like sex with lots of guys. How is that word different from stud? ”

I continued, “The answer is no. I never fooled around before Doug. Hank convinced me to get these super-sized boobs. He recently told me he got them so that other guys would hit on me, not so much for himself. So now I’m doing what he always wanted, and luckily, I like it.”

“Wow. Well, you found a good place to have fun. And now you’re bagging them two at a time,” she laughed. “You’re sluttier than I am.”

I remembered the Chrises, and twins. “Yeah, it sorta happened with the Chrises. One finished, and I was still horny, so did the other one. The twins I wanted to try just once, but I definitely like multiple guys. I expected to be worn out by multiple guys, but it makes me even hornier, rather than satisfied.”

“Well, this is your place. You sound like Molly. She even liked to pull trains with the guys.”

“Trains?” I thought I knew what that meant, but wanted to be sure.

“You know, one guy after another. One guy finishes and the next steps up. They make a line,” Susie explained. “Like a train of dicks, I suppose.”

“Wow. I don’t know about that, but it sounds wild.”

“Yeah, check out the sex swing in the TV room. That’s where Molly did them, and sometimes in her room.”

We pulled up to a space near the house, and as we got out, I said, “Thanks for talking to me. I appreciate the advice.” I giggled and said, “And for the tips on who has big dicks.”

Susie said, “Any time. Here, let’s trade numbers, just in case you need anything.”

We swapped phone numbers. As we headed into the house, I asked, “What is the dress code for tonight?”

Susie laughed, “Something to give boners, of course. They will start with cocktails in the main room, then sit down for dinner while the pledges serve us. I’ll probably wear lingerie.” She winked, “Their jockstraps and cute naked asses are just about face high!”

Saturday Night Stuffing

When I got back to the house, some guys were lounging in the TV room, watching a movie, but the rest of the house was quiet. I headed up to the twins’ room, to figure out what to wear for the night. I was preparing myself for more sex with them, assuming that they were like every other 20-year-old man.

When I got to their room, I paused for a minute, trying to decide if I should knock or not, but then realized how silly that was. I’d just had sex all night with these two, I had staked my claim.

I opened the door, expecting to see them either sleeping or waiting for me. Instead, the room was empty. As I stood pondering the situation, I heard Russ from behind me, “They’re at the game. Most of the guys are.”

I turned to look at him. He was as handsome as ever, flashing that white smile. I felt myself growing warm as I remembered his naked body on top of mine the other night.

Russ explained, “Football game. Most everyone is there.” He watched my blank expression for a moment before he asked, “Not a fan?”

I chuckled and said, “I like the players, but not the game.”

He laughed, “Oh yes, just the scoring!” He looked at me and glanced at the room, then said, “Grab your bag. I have a room for you.”

“Does it happen to be the room where your penis sleeps?” I asked warily but with a smile.

He chuckled, “No, but you’re welcome there anytime. You can use Molly’s old room.”

I grabbed my stuff and followed him to the end of the hall, where a red door held a nameplate that read “House Girl.” Russ looked apologetic and said, “Molly wanted the door red, for obvious reasons.”

He opened the door and led me in. I expected a typical frat room, but it looked more like a brothel bedroom. Dark walls, curtains over the windows and sconce lighting. The large bed had black satin sheets, and there was some sort of padded hinged table at the end of the room, next to a sex swing that was hanging from a heavy bolt in the ceiling.

Before I could say anything, Russ said, “Yeah, she was a sex freak. We really miss her.” He touched the door handle and said, “Sorry, there’s no lock. Molly said she was ‘free use’ so anyone could drop in whenever they wanted.

I asked, “What if she was, um, busy?”

Russ chuckled, “They’d just join in. Molly loved freaky, especially groups.” He laughed again, and said, “She loves  freaky. She’s not dead, just doing it for the camera, ha!”

I looked at the bed and tested the mattress. Russ quickly said, “The sheets are clean. I cleaned the place myself.”

When I looked at him, he said, “I figured you might like your own room, rather than dragging your bag from room to room.”

He stood while I inspected the room. It was very sparse, basically just the furniture. I asked, “Why didn’t she take her um, furniture?”

Russ said simply, “The house bought it, so it stays.”

“Are you hoping the next ‘house girl’ uses it?”

Russ smiled shyly and said, “That’s what we hope.” He paused, then asked, “Would you use it, if you were the house girl?”

I was inspecting the swing and sex bench. There were velcro restraints, and the bench had stirrups that could be moved out and up. I imagined laying there, with men lined up for sex. It was overwhelming and exciting. The room had an aura of sex and debauchery, and I was being sucked into it.

I said simply, “Yes,” as I turned to look at Russ.

I took a step towards him while he watched me, and my breasts. As I knelt in front of him, I said, “We need to christen this room.”

I could see the bulge in his athletic shorts as he asked, “You sure?”

I laughed as I pulled down his shorts and released his hard cock. Just before I took him into my mouth, I said, “You know what comes next!”

As I stroked and sucked him, I watched my wedding ring, imagining how excited Hank would be if he could watch me now. He knew I was here with another man, but did not know that I was hooking up with so many of them.

I grew hornier and hungrier for Russ’ strong hard penis, as I felt him in my mouth and watched his abdominal muscles flex as he pumped into my face. I felt so powerful and sexual, pleasuring a man half my age, while my wedding ring twinkled its approval.

I was so lost in the feeling of dirty pleasure that Russ’ grunt and the sudden gushing of his hot semen into my mouth surprised me. I refocused, swallowing and sucking him dry as I listened to his moans and panting.

After I had drained the last drops from him, I released his cock, which he quickly pulled back into his shorts. I looked up at him, still feeling thrilled and aroused as I knelt in front of this hunk.

As he looked at me, I realized he was waiting for me to say something. “You can go now.”

Russ grew a small smile and said, “Molly called that ‘blow and go.’ I think half the guys in the house took advantage of that every day.”

Wow. What a slut. As I thought about it, I realized that I’d like to try that too. I smiled at Russ and said, “Blow and go, then.”

After Russ left, I unpacked my bag and examined my clothing to find something for dinner and the party. It felt thrilling to set up a room as my own, even if it was only for one night. I imagined all the sex that Molly and the men had enjoyed in this room, and felt a little sad that I had missed this kind of fun in college.

It was still only early afternoon, so I napped. The silky sheets felt so sexy that I stripped naked before I lay between them and fell asleep. I drifted off and dreamed of a parade of college hunks ravishing me in multiple ways in this bed, and on the sex furniture.

***

I awoke to the feeling of someone caressing my breasts. It felt nice, but I suddenly remembered that I had gone to bed alone, which jolted me awake.

I looked at the hands on my breasts and my gaze followed the arms up to the owner: Doug. I was still miffed at him, and was not happy at the unwelcome touch, even if he had done it dozens of times at our home over the summer.

“Excuse me, those are not yours anymore,” I said as I pushed him away.

“Sorry. I couldn’t resist. You’re so sexy,” he grinned.

“Then why did you trade me? Go play with Susie’s tits.” I could tell that he was sincere in his apology, and felt a little bad for continuing the torture after he explained himself.

I softened a bit and said, “OK, sorry. You explained yourself, and I guess I can’t really be mad - I’m having a lot of fun because of your decision.”

Doug smiled and said, “So what about tonight?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’ll weigh my options.”

“And if Bobby invites me to your house for Thanksgiving?” he pressed.

I remembered the wicked fun we had, cheating in my own home. “If you stay with us again, we’ll fuck like rabbits. But here, I’m free range MILF, right?”

Doug brightened, “Yes! Thank you for understanding.”

“Thank you for the big dick,” I laughed. “Why are you here, anyway?”

Doug stood, the bulge in his pants evident. “You’re late for dinner. The Pledges are serving, and everyone noticed the MILF is missing. You’re quite the popular girl.”

I chuckled, “You mean I’m quite the popular tits.”

“Well, it started that way. But with the movie, and you fucking the Chrises. Russ and the twins, you’ve got quite a reputation. It’s not a coincidence that Russ offered you Molly’s room.”

“He was being nice. I needed someplace to sleep,” I explained. I felt thrilled to know that the men were thinking about me - when they had many women half my age to pick from.

“Plenty of girls need places to sleep. You’re the first one to be offered this room. I think it’s yours permanently. They already changed the sign.”

“What?” I said. My brain wasn’t quite understanding the words that he uttered.

He chuckled and pulled open the door, pointing to the “House Girl” sign. It had been replaced with “House MILF.”

“3-D printers are handy,” he commented.

As I stared at the sign, Doug added, “This is your room now. We’re all hoping you come to stay often. I mean, you’re only a couple hours’ drive.”

“Are you the emissary to the slut queen?” I asked.

“No,” he said flatly. “I’m really here to get you for dinner. But I thought you should know what Russ is planning to ask. Maybe you can talk to your husband?”

“I already know what he’d say.”

“Oh?”

“He’d be packing my shit up and shipping it here, along with a webcam.”

Doug grinned while he nodded, “Works for us!”

“Let me think. What should I wear to dinner?” I needed to change the subject.

He eyed my nakedness, “What you’re wearing now would be nice.” I gave him a dirty look, so he continued, “But if you insist on wearing clothes, something revealing is preferred. Sue is wearing lingerie, Jean is wearing a screen shirt and nothing else. She said she is not having the MILF steal another man from her.” He laughed at that. “And the other girls are in various forms of slutty attire. The goal is to torture the Pledges and make them want to join. No touching or fucking them, though!”

“OK, then,” I replied. Doug stayed to watch me dress. I selected a tight white tank top that was thin enough to see my areolas and nipples, as well as substantial side boob, and a tight pair of very short jean shorts, along with heels. I applied some bright red lipstick and put on my large hoop earrings.

I turned for Doug’s approval, and his jaw was hanging open. “Fuck. That’s better than lingerie! Jean is gonna be pissed!”

He grabbed my hand and led me downstairs.

***

When we entered the dining room, the brothers were already eating, with various girlfriends seated with them. Russ wasn’t lying - there were about half a dozen men bringing plates and drinks to the table - they were wearing only jockstraps. I was immediately horny as I watched their youthful fit bodies moving around.

We paused for a moment so I could watch the scene, and so we could look for open seats. I noticed one empty chair next to Susie, who was wearing lacy red underwear. It was nearly obscene how she looked - a wet dream personified. I spotted Jean at the far end of the table, wearing what was basically fish netting, her perky breasts on full display.

As I surveyed the room, I heard someone say loudly, “Holy Fuck! The MILF!”

The voices suddenly died down as nearly all eyes turned to me and Doug. I felt very uncomfortable for a moment, as I heard snippets of quiet conversation:

“Those tits!”

“Did she fuck everyone?”

“When do we get to fuck her?”

“I wanna fuck her asshole.”

“She can’t be real.”

Most of the comments were from the pledges. I noticed Susie was nearly laughing, and Jean looked angry, again.

Russ spoke up, to break the silence, “Hey Jenny! Take a seat.” He then directed his voice to the room, “Pledges, this is Jenny, a special guest. And, ‘No,” you may not fuck her tonight. No sex in the house until you are brothers.” He laughed, “Remember that on Commitment Night, when you select your frat, in a couple of weeks.”

The conversations resumed as I took a seat next to Susie.

“Well, you certainly know how to make an entrance,” she giggled as I sat next to her.

“I fell asleep, sorry.”

“Oh, and Doug woke you up with a hot beef injection?” she laughed.

“No, not that. His balls are still full. I really fell asleep.”

“ I woke up like this ,” she mocked. “Nice outfit.”

I gave her elevator eyes, obviously staring at her nearly transparent lingerie, “And you’re lucky it’s a no-sex night, or you’d be bent over the table by now.”

She gave me a smile as she said, “Umm, that would be nice. Did you check out the new beef? Very nice batch.”

I glanced around the room. She was right - they were all fit and handsome, and some jockstraps could barely hold in their contents.

“Which are you going to do?” I asked.

Susie snorted, “All eight of them, obviously. Before Thanksgiving, I'm sure.”

“Wow, ambitious.”

Susie turned and locked eyes with me, asking more softly, “Are you gonna do them all on Commitment Weekend?”

“What?”

Susie leaned in a little and said, “I think that’s why Russ gave you Molly’s room, and the title of House MILF. I think he imagines that you’ll pull a Pledge Train, like Molly used to.”

My stomach churned as I thought about it - a mixture of excitement and shock. “He thinks I’ll do that? Why?”

“Because you’ve done the twins, and the Chrises.”

“But eight  guys? In one night?” I sputtered. My brain was already painting a scene for me, these eight studs with eight gorgeous cocks, all straining for me. Just lay back and take them, my brain urged.

Susie asked, “How many guys this weekend? Five?”

I ticked them off in my brain: Doug, Russ, Don, Ron, Chris the Knob, Chris the Perv, Jack.

“Seven,” I whispered. “Holy shit, seven guys. I’m a slut.”

“See?” Susie said. “Eight won’t be that hard.”

“Oh, they’ll be hard ,” I laughed. She laughed as well.

“I have to check with my husband. I have a hall pass, but I don’t think it’s for gang bangs.”

Susie bit her lip thoughtfully, then offered, “I’ll do your husband if you do the Pledge Train.” I stared at her, taking in the words, and she quickly followed with, “You said he’s dreamy.”

I snorted into my drink as I tried not to laugh too loud, “I don’t think I said dreamy.  I said he’s sweet, and nice.”

“What? You don’t want to share? Afraid I’ll steal him? I won’t, by the way.”

I giggled, “I’m afraid you’ll kill  him. You’re so far out of his league that he’ll have a heart attack.”

Susie giggled sweetly, “Awww, that’s so nice to say.”

Just then, we felt a presence next to us, and turned to find an over-filled jockstrap hovering a foot from our faces. “Can I get you ladies anything?”

Both of us said, “Yes!” simultaneously, as we stared at his huge package, which started us giggling.

When we finally calmed enough to speak, I said, “But it’ll have to wait until you’re a brother.”

I looked up, and saw that he was very handsome - a firm jaw and piercing eyes. He smiled at me and said, “Can I go first?”

I didn’t understand his question, so I stared stupidly back at him.

“You know, Commitment Night. The train?” he prompted.

“I’ll see,” I said, as I tried to wrestle with the idea. I would be fine if he was the only  one on Commitment Night. What the hell? I was already thinking about it!

***

We finished dinner and headed to the makeshift bar for drinks. Most of the brothers had dragged the pledges off to the stage area for some stupid game or competition.

All the nearly naked men had me horny, so I started with tequila, knowing that I was going to make bad choices tonight. I might as well have an excuse for them.

Shortly after my second tequila, Don and Ron joined me. I still didn’t know which was which, but one was definitely more reserved than the other. “Want another shot?” one of them asked.

“Either tequila or man-juice,” the other joked.

I remembered how good it felt to have both of them inside me, so I was thinking about taking them up on the offer. However, I was also feeling playful, so I asked, “Just one shot? But there are two of you…”

The first chuckled and said, “Fair. How about as many shots as we can put inside you?”

Before I could answer, Chris the Perv joined us and said, “I want some of this action.”

One twin said dismissively, “She’s taken, sorry.”

I hated that attitude and also had a wicked idea, so I interrupted. “No one has taken me, so hold your horses.” I looked at the rude twin and said, “You just assume I’ll want the two of you, more than Chris. Maybe that’s not true.”

I enjoyed watching the twins’ faces deflate a little as they realized I wasn’t just a thing to be taken. It was also energizing to see Chris’ face light up at the prospect of stealing me.

They were all looking at me now, waiting for some signal.

I downed my shot, and said, “What if I’m in the mood for three cocks. One for each hole? I’ve never tried that before, you guys can be the first.” I almost couldn’t believe my own words. The idea of the Pledge train and the tequila and all the nearly naked men had my libido working overtime, and my morals shutting down.

“I call ass,” blurted Chris. The twins were about to voice some objection, so I cut them off.

“Hey! Just to be fair, everyone gets a shot at every opening, OK?”

One twin said, “Holy shit. We’re gonna ruin you, you know. This is gonna be great.”

Chris looked a little surprised, but I smiled and said, “Yes. Send me home bowlegged - that would be a perfect end to this weekend.” I turned to Chris and said, “And you make sure we have video.”

Chris grinned, “Oh, hell yeah.”

One twin looked at Chris, then me, and asked, “Where should we go? His room or ours?”

As the reality of actual arrangements hit me, I felt a shiver of fear but also excitement. This was beyond anything that I thought I would ever do in my life, and here I was, arranging a gang bang with three relative strangers. Hell, actual  strangers - I’d only met these guys yesterday!

I felt it should be neutral ground, and an idea popped into my head. “How about we break in Molly’s room?”

Chris said, “You mean your  room?”

Oh shit. He was right. That was even more exciting, and I knew by acknowledging it, I was accepting into the role. I really hope my husband would agree to the arrangement, but that was a worry for tomorrow.

“Yes,” I said nervously. “ MY  room.”

I led the way, and the three men trailed me. I caught Susie’s eye as we headed for the stairs, and she made an “O” with her mouth, then gave me a double thumbs up. Jean just stared, apparently angry that I was again getting “her” Chris.

When we got to Molly’s room, which I guess was now my room, Chris chuckled, “Well, I guess you’re permanent now. House MILF, huh?”

“Yeah. Russ’ handiwork. It wasn’t my idea, but I’m considering it.”

Don, or maybe Ron, said, “Maybe we can convince you.” The other twin opened the door, and we all stepped in.

Chris pulled out his phone and set it on the vanity, checking to see that it was capturing the room. He then picked it up and started recording me. “So, Jenny. What do you want to capture in this video?”

I knew this was a recording for my husband, even if these guys didn’t. I guessed they assumed it was for the entertainment of the house, which it would also be used for.

I smiled at the camera, as I pulled off my shirt, saying, “I want to remember the first night I take three men inside me.”

“At the same time,” one twin said, as he pulled off his shirt.

“Oh yeah. Three holes, three cocks,” I said to the camera, as I pushed down my tight jeans. I held out my ring finger, and said, “And none of them are my husband!”

As I said the words, I felt my body respond. My pussy got wetter, my mouth started to water. I swear my uterus twitched as I thought about the fit young men mating with me, filling me with their seed. I watched them get naked, and all I could think about was letting them inside me and the excitement of raw animalistic sex.

Chris was having a hard time undressing while running the camera, but he continued, “And what would you like to make sure gets into the video.”

I thought for a second, then said, “I want you all to come inside me at the same time. I want to watch you all emptying your balls into me!”

“Oh fuck, yeah!” one twin exclaimed, his hard cock pointing in my direction.

We were all naked now, and I knelt in front of the one twin and started sucking his cock. It was beautiful and hard and attached to a fit, youthful body. I was lost in my lust as I began what I thought would be my most outrageous debauchery.

Within a minute, the other two guys were standing nearby, their penises pointed hungrily at my face. I switched to the next, my hands reaching out for the other cocks, as I attempted to pleasure them all at once. This was definitely harder than it looked in the movies.

I felt one of them reach down and begin mauling my breasts, as he said, “God, I love these tits.”

I released the cock in my mouth long enough to say, “God I love these cocks.”

As I resumed sucking the cock in front of me, one twin said, “Come on, let’s fuck. I want that married pussy again!”

I quickly said, “Lay on the bed!” to no one in particular. I continued sucking one twin and jerking Chris as the other twin climbed onto the bed. As I considered the best way to get them all off together, I remembered Chris took a while to come, but also was desperate to fuck my ass. He would come quicker there. The twins came pretty easily, so I could control when I got them off.

I released the penises in my mouth and hand, and found my bag, retrieving a bottle of lube. The three men watched me in anticipation, and I thought it funny that they were all watching my breasts, rather than my more intimate parts.

I dripped some lube on Ron’s cock, as he lay back on the bed, and I explained, “I want you all to use lube, for both my pussy and ass. There will be enough friction, and I don’t want to be sore too soon. I expect this to last quite a while, gentlemen.” I laughed to myself, knowing there was nothing gentlemen-like in what they were about to do.

As I climbed up and mounted Ron, feeling his hardness entering me. I was thrilled at the feeling of him stretching me - feeling my body shift to take a new penis inside me. I could see the other two men watching, documenting the slutty surrender of my married body to another man. That was nearly as exciting as the actual act.

Chris groaned, “Fuck, that looks so amazing!”

I felt my labia press against Ron’s groin, signalling that he was completely inside me. I handed the lube to Chris, saying, “You take my ass now. Be gentle at first,” I instructed. As our eyes met, I added, “But only  at first - after that, go wild.”

Don whined, “What about me?”

I looked at him and said, “I still have another hole, Baby. Let me suck you off.”

“But,” he objected.

“But what?” I interrupted. “Don’t you want to fuck my face? Make me eat your cum with the same mouth that will kiss my husband tomorrow?”

“Oh!” he said, the idea apparently appealing to him. He scrambled onto the bed as I felt the pressure of Chris pressing against my anus while Ron gently bucked his hips, driving himself into my pussy.

I focused on the feeling of Chris’ cock head pushing past my sphincter as he popped into me, causing me to moan.

Chris said, “Oh, you’re so tight!” as Ron grasped my head, pushing his penis against my lips, which I automatically opened.

Just then, I felt Chris grab my hips and push himself deep into my ass, without waiting for me to adjust. I tried to wail from the precious pain, but at the same moment, Ron thrust his cock into my mouth and down my throat. My scream died around the stiff dick that was pushed past my tonsils.

I felt tears swelling in my eyes as the threesome pumped into me, fucking me at different rates. I grasped the back of Don’s knees to hold myself even though he had an iron grip on my head while he fucked my face.

In less than a minute, I felt an orgasm rock my body from the intense feelings of three men inside me. They seemed oblivious to my ecstasy as they thrust away, each on their own mission to get themselves off.

My first orgasm had barely ended, when another started, fueled by the sharp stimulation of Ron sucking and biting my breasts as I rode him. I could barely moan, but let myself enjoy the feeling of my orgasm, the feelings of triple penetration taking a backseat to the electric thrill coursing through me.

As my second orgasm finished, I heard Ron say, “God! I’m gonna come! Gonna fill your married cunt!” His raunchy talk made me even more excited about what we were doing.

As he groaned, I could feel his body stiffen, his hard meat buried deep inside me. Just then, Don pulled my face tight to his groin, his pubes against my lips as he said, “Here it comes! Taste my cum, Jenny!”

I swallowed as the first jets of his hot semen hit my throat. I was overwhelmed as I realized both the twins were coming inside me at the same time! As they pumped their sperm into me, Chris groaned, “Me too!” as I felt him stiffen, and I knew he was flooding my bowels with his cum.

An orgasm suddenly hit me - my body reacting to three men passing their gene material into me. As my mind floated through the ecstatic cloud, I wondered how many billions of human sperm were coursing inside me right now, all determined to find my egg.

My senses recovered, and I realized we were now laying in a pile. I was crushed under Chris and on top of Ron, their cocks still stiff and inside of me. Don sat panting in front of me, his cock wet and waving, just inches from my face. I could feel Ron sucking away at my breast, just like my son used to.

Chris was the first to speak, “Oh, fuck. That was intense.” He paused, then said, “Well, I think we all came just about the same time, so you have it on video. Is that what you wanted?”

I moaned, “Oh, God. Yes!”

Don chuckled, “We’re gonna keep doing it, you know. Little wifey’s gonna go home with so much jizz inside her it’ll be seeping through your pores.” He added, “I want a fresh hole this time.”

Ron said, “I wanna stay here so I can suck these tits.” He chuckled, “You may have a hickey - oops. You can cover it with makeup, I guess,” He laughed again.

Damn, I hadn’t thought about that. Hank would love it. “That’s OK. Mark me all you want.”

Chris said, “I just wanna paint your insides, MILF.”

I extricated myself from the bodies, and moved to the sex bench “I got mine, now do whatever you want, gentlemen.” I laughed, “But don’t be gentlemen about it, OK?”

I felt a thrill of fear and excitement as I watched the three muscular men rise from the bed and approach me, their cocks hard and ready for more.

***

For the next few hours, they ravished me, mostly two, and sometimes three at a time. I wanted this to be the most memorable night of my life, so I encouraged them with taunts and dirty talk. I reminded them they were defiling a married woman and begged them to send me home ruined.

They did not disappoint. I could feel that I was looser by the end of the ordeal, each of them had used every orifice roughly, and I was basically a human sex toy for them to act out any fantasy that they wanted. By the end of the evening, they were working together to ensure that I was used like a piece of meat - their actions, orgasms, and penetrations coordinated for maximum effect. I encouraged them to give me hickeys, which I knew would thrill Hank.

I awoke to an empty room, covered in dried sweat, sex juices, and cum. I headed to the community bathroom to pee, deciding that I’d head home like this for Hank’s viewing pleasure. As gross as I felt, I also decided not to brush my teeth, so that I could maintain penis breath for him.

I entered the bathroom, relieved that it was unoccupied. I needed some quiet time to process what I had done, and prepare myself for the return to my husband. As I passed the sinks and large mirror, I caught a glimpse of myself and stopped to look closer.

My hair was a mess, strings of dried cum at the temples. I had bite and hickey marks all over my shoulders and chest, concentrated all over my breasts and even on my arms and sides. I looked like I had fallen into a vat of lampreys. It was better than I had hoped for. - I imagined Hank wanted to see me like this.

As I was finishing peeing, I heard someone enter the room, and was a little startled when Jack stepped in front of my stall, wearing only a towel.

He smiled and said, “Hi Jenny. I was hoping to see you this morning.” He casually pulled his towel away, exposing his hardening penis. “You're’ the perfect height right now.”

I knew what he wanted. I was initially a little irritated that my plan for a clean getaway had been foiled, but I was also still flattered that these 20-year-olds wanted me. I realized that if I serviced him, I could go home to my husband with my breath tasting like fresh sperm. Plus, Jack was a minute man, so it wouldn’t take too long.

I felt my pussy tingling in excitement “Step closer.”

And just like that, I was blowing Jack for the second morning in a row. It was less than two minutes before he groaned, and I was swallowing his hot cum. As I mouthed his dick, then sucked him dry, I realized how much I enjoyed doing this. I was definitely going to be the House MILF, and hoped that Hank would agree to it.

As Jack stepped away, muttering a “Thank you,” another brother stepped into his place. I didn’t know this guy, but vaguely remembered his face from the party.

He boldly pulled his towel off, exposing a sizeable erection, as he said, “You’re the House MILF now, right?”

I didn’t even bother to answer - I knew my role and was quite excited. I reached for his cock and he said, “I’m…”

I quickly cut him off, “I don’t care. Just give me your dick.”

I loved the expression of surprise on his face as I sucked him into my mouth, maintaining eye contact. My pussy was steaming at the idea that I was sucking a man whose name I didn’t even know. This was a perfect ending to the weekend!

Luckily, this man was also a minute man, and before long he was shooting his hot cum into my mouth. It had been a while since he came; I guessed because I had to swallow several times before he was empty.

After I pulled him out of my mouth, his balls completely drained, he looked at me dumbly, like he wanted to say something.

“Unless you have another cock, you can go now,” I told him. I loved my new role and was going to play it to the max.

I returned to my room and packed my stuff. MY room. This was my  room. I looked around, contemplating that I had a room in a frat house, and my sole job was sex. I had unlimited access to men half my age, ready to fuck with no strings attached. As much as Hank wanted me to sleep around, I don’t know if he would be ready for this.

I put on the clothing from last night - a nearly see-through tank top and short denim shorts. I wanted Hank to see what I wore for the guys.

I paused for a moment, then pulled the sheets and pillowcases from the bed and jammed them into my bags. I knew the guys wouldn’t wash them. Luckily, no one was up and around and I made it out the door without running into anyone else. I sorta wanted to say goodbye to Susie, but knew I’d see her again, when I returned.

I had just tossed my bags in the trunk when I heard feet running up behind me. I turned in time to see Russ, who was panting from the exertion of running after me.

“Hey,” he said, still a bit out of breath. “I wanted to catch you before you left. I was hoping you’d be here all day.”

“Sorry, I’m pretty sexed out, even for you,” I said with a smile.

He smiled back, “Thanks. Even though I’d do you in a minute, that’s not what this is about.”

My heart raced at the ‘do you in a minute’ line. A handsome guy his age that wanted me? He could do me whenever he wanted.

“I wanted to see if you’ll be coming back?” he asked. He added, “I didn’t know where things stood with Doug and all.”

Hmm, how to play this? Russ was a straight shooter, and didn’t seem to play games, even if he was direct and bossy. Maybe that’s why he was the leader.

“Things are nowhere with Doug,” I said, watching his reaction.

“Oh, so, um… Does that mean you’re not coming back?” he asked carefully.

I felt bad playing with him. “I’ll be back. You guys gave me a room, so I’m the House MILF, now, right? Being nowhere with Doug means I’m Free Use for the house, right?”

If Doug smiled any wider, his face would split open. “Really? Do you really mean Free Use? I mean, do you know what it means?”

I guess he thought old meant uninformed. “Yeah. It means I’m open to fuck anyone at anytime, right?” I leaned closer and said, “I just fucked five of you in the past 8 hours, so yeah, I’m Free Use.”

I caught him staring at my hickeys and bites. Apparently they weren’t as visible at a distance, so I added, “And I like it rough.”

“That’s fantastic!” He said.”Fucking better than Molly, I think.” He looked at me and asked, “Um, next weekend, then?”

“I don’t know if I can do this every weekend.” I saw his face grow a little concerned, so added, “But I’ll be here for Pledge weekend, or whatever it’s called.”

He nodded, relieved, and said, “And…”

“And yes, we’ll be doing the Pledge Train. Don’t worry.” Damn, my nerves caught fire as I finally committed to pulling a train. Hank better be OK with this.

“OK!” he seemed excited again. He leaned forward to kiss me, and I put my hand up. “What? Sex is OK, but not kissing?”

I smiled at him and said, “I just had five guys cum in my mouth. Do you really want a kiss?”

“Oh,” he said, stepping back. “Probably not right now. But maybe when you come back?”

“Deal,” I said. We’d be doing a lot more than kissing, I thought, as I climbed into my car. I watched his tight ass walking back to the house in my mirror before I started the car. I plugged my phone into the charger and turned it back on.

There was a flood of messages, many from Hank, a couple from Susie and several from unknown numbers. One number had sent several messages with large attachments, and I checked that first, hoping it was Chris.

It was indeed Chris, and there were many image files and a few videos, including a few from last night. I started watching them, and got horny, involuntarily rubbing myself as I watched three men fucking me simultaneously.

I suddenly realized that I was sitting alone in my car with the engine running while rubbing myself. It was not an ideal place to be at the moment. I scanned the few unknown numbers and Susie’s messages, and saw that they were all from the previous days, asking me to various rooms and reminding me of events that had already passed.

Susie’s last message was from this morning and read, “Remember the Pledge Train. And I’m serious about your husband - I’ve never done an old guy.” I laughed at first, then felt a little sad that mid-forties made us “old.”

I checked Hank’s messages, and they were all as expected - trying to reach me to find out if I was OK, and checking for updates on the weekend. It was probably cruel to ghost him all this time, and I guess there was some valid safety concern.

I laughed when I realized the worst concern that he should have is that I might get fucked to death. By a frat full of men.

I wanted to watch Chris’ movies and pictures, but decided instead to reward my husband with a first look. I sent a brief note to Hank: “ Heading home. Check out the videos before I even see them. Mark the good parts for me. Be home in about 2 hours. ”

I then forwarded all the Chris videos and pictures to Hank, knowing it would take a while for them to transmit. I started the car and headed home, wondering how the talk with Hank would go.

Welcome Home

I expected to spend the two-hour drive thinking about how to talk to my husband about the weekend. Instead, I spent most of it reminiscing on the time in the frat house, and how a simple trip to cheat with my boyfriend turned into an all-out slutfest.

I tried to think about my marriage, and how this was just a fun fling that would turn up the heat in our bedroom. But every time I’d think about how Hank would like to hear about my time with the twins, or the Chrises, or even showing off in the shower, I’d grow horny, thinking about how good it felt to have the other men inside me. I came close to rubbing off a few times, but refrained, saving myself for Hank.

I knew my husband was excited about me going off to fuck Doug, but still wasn’t one hundred percent certain he would be excited about the rest of it. Did he just want me to cheat? Or would he want me to be a dirty slut? He mentioned other men, but his excitement about Doug was relatively new, so I wasn’t sure how far his fantasy went.

I pulled up to the house, nervous about talking to my husband, but also extremely horny. I even thought about turning around and heading back to the campus for another round with the men.

I had barely opened my car door before Hank came charging out, a look of excitement and happiness on his face. Was he happy to see me? Or happy about my adventure? He waited for me to step out of the car, watching me like I was some sort of special gift.

As I shut the door, I watched as he took in my appearance - the skimpy shirt and short shorts. He stepped closer and was clearly looking at my hickeys as he gently touched a string of cum-coated hair. His eyes were bright and grinned as he said, “Here’s my girl! Tell me all about your adventure and use your dirty words!”

Before I could answer, he leaned in and kissed me deeply, pulling me tight against him. He broke the kiss and made a face, saying, “Ooof. Forgot your toothbrush?”

I grinned and said, “That’s what five cocks and a quart of cum tastes like.” His eyes grew wide, as did his smile. I added, “I figured you’d want to see how they left me.”

He grabbed me and kissed me again. After we broke the kiss, he said, “Yes! And now I want to feel how loose you feel after five cocks.”

I giggled and said, “Eight cocks. And dozens of fuckings.”

He grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the house, “You are a fucking goddess!”

Well, I guess he was probably gonna take the ‘House MILF’ news well.


You May Also Like
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Jenny's Midlife Awakening: Servicing Her College Guest 

When Jenny agrees to host her son and his friend for a summer internship, she finds herself smitten with the young man. She is surprised by the handsome guest's flirtation, which ignites some unwholesome desire s for a man half her age. Once she discovers his exceptional endowment, she can't resist, and embarks on a secret affair.

As their forbidden couplings continue, Jenny discovers a hidden side of herself. But the biggest surprise comes when her husband uncovers the affair and encourages her,  turning her life into a thrilling exploration of sexual freedom.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent

Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.

Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.

Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.

But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.

Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.
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Intimate Guardian: A Mother’s Forbidden Role

Annie’s commitment to chastity had become a big problem in her love life. Heartbreak after heartbreak follows as boyfriends, unable to wait, leave her. Desperate to see her daughter find happiness, her mother, Helen, takes drastic and taboo action.

Annie's latest boyfriend, Greg—a handsome athlete preparing to take over his father’s business, is about to become the latest victim of frustration. When Helen offers herself as a secret surrogate to satisfy Greg's sexual needs, a dangerous game of illicit acts ensues. Helen pushes the limits of just satisfying his needs into the realm of becoming “the other woman,” engaging in every carnal pleasure with a man half her age.

But nothing stays hidden forever. The inevitable discovery shatters Annie’s world, leading to a breakup with Greg and an estrangement from Helen.

Unexpectedly, Annie informs her mother that she is offering the same shocking proposition to her new boyfriend. Will Helen, eager to mend the bonds with her daughter, agree to provide service to the new man? And what dark intent drove Annie to offer Helen’s body as sexual surrogate? A tale of maternal love, sexual obsession, and multiple betrayals awaits.
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